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Foreword 
The vci / telling of this story—from plowing corn to col­
lege president—is an effort to describe what God can and 
wants to do in the lives of many who are frustrated in their 
faith and faltering in their following. We dedicate these ef­
forts to college students and other young people who are at 
the crossroads where choices and decisions must be made. 
Much appreciation is due family and friends for en­
couragement and guidance along the way. But the central 
thesis is that God, who is the Potter, not only creates clay 
pots, but that He also fills them with His life and power, 
thereby bringing about something good which would not, 
nor indeed could it, otherwise happen. 
If God will lead and control the course of the life describ­
ed in this book, He can and will do it in your life, too. Take 
courage, learn to follow Him day by day, walk in all the 
light that you have, and be confident that "He will direct thy 
paths." 
It is our prayer that this story may inspire and encourage 
many whose humble beginnings cause them to question 
their future. The future is in good hands, the hands of God. 
—Milo and Velma Rediger 
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The happy spring in his step betrayed his uncanny feeling 
of excitement as the young man made his way to the 
familiar barnyard. After a hearty breakfast with the family, 
followed by prayer and the recitation of selected scripture 
verses and a hymn, twenty-year-old Milo Rediger hurried 
off to the stables, knowing he had a full day's work in the 
corn field, nearly a mile from the house. 
"It's going to be another hot one," he mused as he looked 
toward the early morning, cloudless blue sky, accented by 
the rising, glowing sun, which would send the July 
temperature soaring to another ninety degree day. Yet, 
there was something different about this day even though he 
could not detect the reason for his light-hearted, expectant 
feelings. The hard working farmer boy had no way of know­
ing that within the next eight hours, a dramatic experience 
awaited which would completely change his life, one he 
would remember for the rest of his days. 
Over the past several days he had become concerned 
about his lack of interest in Bible reading and Scripture 
memorization. Since early childhood, it had been a regular 
practice for the members of his family to read their Bibles 
privately and to memorize at least one verse each day. Both 
morning and evening, they had devotions together before 
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each went his way for individual responsibilities. 
"I have a little surprise for each of you," Milo remembers 
his mother telling them one night ten years earlier. The 
children were preparing for evening devotions, seated 
around the large rectangular kitchen table in anticipation. 
"Your father and I want to help you in memorizing your 
Scriptures," she continued, "so we invested in something 
that should make it much easier for you." 
All four children sat at rapt attention as each was handed 
a pink spiral notebook. They knew that the books probably 
cost only a few pennies each, but in the pre-Depression days 
of the early 1920's, it was quite an investment. Amanda, the 
oldest of the Rediger children, and Milo, three years 
younger than his sister, deeply appreciated the prized posses­
sions. Little Lloyd and Frieda clutched the soft, pink books 
to their bosoms with great pride. 
"Each day, when you read your Bible, select a verse for 
memory and write it in your book," Mother Rediger in­
structed. "By writing it down, with the reference, it will be 
easier to remember when you recite it at evening devotions." 
Although he was only about ten-years-old at the time, the 
pink spiral notebook started young Milo in a new adventure 
of Bible study. During each day he found some time to read 
and study. In the ten years since, it had become a habit he 
cherished. In school and during his chores on the farm, 
young Milo always found time for several short intervals of 
specific Bible reading. 
After hitching the horses to the plow, he drove them at a 
rapid gait toward the expansive corn field where acres and 
acres of growing corn waved lazily in the early morning 
breeze. The rich bottom land was joined by the gently flow­
ing St. Joseph's river which meandered from Southern 
Michigan through the Northeastern corner of Ohio, and 
then made its way toward Fort Wayne, Indiana. Beautiful 
hardwood trees separated the river from the corn field where 
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young Milo farmed the Ohio land for one dollar a day, plus 
free rent for the house where his father, mother, and their 
children lived. In accordance with Mennonite family tradi­
tion, Milo contributed the thirty-dollars he made each 
month to the family. 
Before moving back to Ohio, the Redigers had lived in 
Phoenix, Arizona for a short time, where Noah's doctor had 
advised him to move for health reasons. Since returning to 
the Buckeye state, he had been working at lighter jobs, and 
the heavy farm work had become the responsibility of Milo 
and his younger brother Lloyd, who was sixteen. While in 
Arizona, Milo had been able to finish high school along with 
working at any job he could find, helping to support his 
family. 
The long, straight rows of Ohio corn seemed endless, but 
the young farmer kept the horses at a steady pace during the 
early morning. He knew that later the hot sun would beat 
down mercilessly, and he would have to rest the animals 
more often in the afternoon heat. Keeping the plow straight 
at equal distances between the rows, he sang some of his 
songs to pass the time. 
While still in Arizona he worked in the groves digging 
holes, for citrus trees, three feet in diameter and eighteen in­
ches deep. The arduous task took several days, and he earn­
ed a penny for each of the three hundred holes. With the 
three dollars he bought a used guitar from a neighbor. Using 
a self-instruction booklet, Milo was soon playing the guitar 
proficiently, writing down the lyrics and notes to some 
original songs as he went along. 
In more serious moments, however, Milo knew that his 
guitar and singing were taking time from Bible study. 
Several times he asked the Lord to forgive him and resolved 
that he would put his studies first. But he loved to sing! He 
found some consolation when he and Amanda used their 
talents to sing at church services, but the aspiring musician 
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did not confine his singing to religious songs. 
Since moving back to Ohio, he and Amanda had been 
asked by several churches to provide special music for 
revivals and camp meetings. Amanda's beautiful alto voice 
seemed to blend perfectly with Milo's deep, resonant bass. 
They were a regular feature at the Young People's Christian 
Union (YPCU) in Williams County, Ohio, and in churches 
not far from their home. 
"You're going to be a preacher," a deacon told Milo after 
he and Amanda sang for a special service. "I could just tell 
by the way you introduced your song and by some of the 
remarks you made," the deacon continued. 
Milo stood speechless. He knew that his interest was 
musical. He really wasn't thinking about a preaching 
ministry and was startled by the deacon's remarks. 
On another occasion, a dear, older lady met Milo after a 
church service. She walked up to him boldly, put her hand 
out, and looked him squarely in the eyes. 
"Young man, God has His hand on you!" she said pro­
phetically. 
"What do you mean?" he asked hesitantly. 
"Well, I believe that God has some great job for you. I 
know that you're just a young man now, but God is going to 
use you in the ministry." 
For several weeks, Milo pondered similar statements 
made to him from the people in his church and others 
around the Pioneer community. Their remarks, however, 
only served to deepen his conviction about giving so much 
time to his guitar and less to Bible study. Bogged down by 
many Old Testament names and places, he had lost interest 
in the Bible. More recently, he had decided to jump over to 
the book of Acts for restudy in his devotional times. 
By mid-afternoon, the hot July sun had begun to take its 
toll on the horses. Milo noticed their slowing pace and decid­
ed to rest the animals when he got to the end of the row near 
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the river. Watching the small corn pass between the plow 
shovels, he directed his thoughts to the future. 
What would he do with his life? 
If God had His hand on him, what did the Lord want him 
to do? 
He certainly didn't mind farming, but if that was what 
God had for the future, he wanted to have a farm of his 
own, not always work someone else's land. 
Economically, the future of the whole nation looked 
bleak. Only sixty days before, the new president, the former 
Governor of New York, had called for a "bank holiday," 
and many of the nation's banks had closed their doors. The 
stock market on Wall Street in New York had crashed and 
thousands of Americans were without jobs, many of them 
lining up for government help. President Franklin D. 
Roosevelt had been in office for less than one hundred days 
and the "new deal" he had promised in order to defeat in­
cumbent Herbert Hoover had not yet taken effect. Even 
though he was a strong, hard working young man, the job 
market certainly did not look promising. 
He thought seriously about a musical career. While in 
Phoenix, he had teamed up with a mandolin-playing friend 
and turned to popular music, presenting recitals and doing 
some radio. Not content merely with playing an instrument, 
he tried his hand at composing and came up with a love song 
which he called Come Back Again, Sweetheart. He mailed 
the original piece to a music publisher and was offered a 
contract. Thrilled by his first success, Milo was tempted to 
plunge headlong into a musical career. Yet he felt a growing 
urge to devote himself to spiritual work and left the contract 
unsigned. 
At the end of the row, Milo let the horses rest for a few 
minutes before starting again. He found a shade tree nearby 
and, taking his Bible from the large back pocket of his 
overalls, he sat down to relax and read. Continuing his 
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study, he opened the New Testament again to the ninth 
chapter of Acts. Musing slowly over each verse, he read of 
the conversion of Saul, who later became the great apostle 
to the Gentiles. At verse six, he remembered that he had 
asked the Lord the same question Saul had raised: "Lord, 
what wilt thou have me to do?" 
During high school days in Bryan, Ohio and Phoenix, 
Arizona the rising sophomore had developed good study 
habits. He enjoyed school and had great respect for several 
of his teachers over the years. At one time, he thought 
seriously about going to college and becoming a teacher, but 
the prospects of further education were slim. For one 
reason, it would be almost impossible to raise enough money 
for college tuition. The biggest problem, however, was his 
family background. Being of Amish ancestry, the Rediger 
family had been taught by the church that public education 
would lead a Christian believer away from the principles of 
God's Word. Many parents instructed their children in basic 
reading, writing and arithmetic at home. Most of them 
frowned on public education, especially higher education. It 
did not take very long for Milo to realize that teaching was 
one avenue he ought to forget. 
An occasional slight breeze brought welcome relief to the 
young farmer as he continued his reading from Acts. Verse 
by verse he imagined the moving story. He pictured blinded 
Saul being led into the city by his fellow-travellers, down 
Straight Street and to the house of one named Judas. At the 
same time, God was speaking to another man, Ananias, 
with specific instructions to go to Saul who had been on a 
rampage, persecuting all Christians. Hesitantly at first, 
Ananias had agreed to take the prophetic message to Saul. 
Then it happened! As he read the fifteenth verse, a 
mysterious calm swept through his body, making him com­
pletely oblivious to his surroundings for the moment. "...He 
is a chosen vessel unto me, to bear my name before the Gen-
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tiles, and kings, and the children of Israel" (Acts 9:15). 
"Milo," he sensed a still, small voice say within him, "you 
are a chosen vessel unto me, to bear my gospel." 
"Oh, Lord," he cried. "You want me to be a preacher!" 
Dropping the Bible to his lap, Milo lifted his eyes toward 
the sky, while tears formed around his eyelids and trickled 
slowly down his face. After months of frustration and 
wondering about the future, the matter was settled in a mo­
ment. There were no trumpets, no flashes of lightning, no 
angelic hosts singing the "Hallelujah Chorus." But, in his 
heart, Milo knew that God had touched him, and his call to 
the ministry was as sure as anything he had ever experienc­
ed. 
Yet, the whole dramatic experience seemed impossible. 
As a young boy, Milo remembered his shyness and stage 
fright. Once, while in a school program, he stood to deliver a 
memorized reading and faced the audience speechless; he 
could not remember a single word. On another occasion, he 
completely forgot the lyrics of the musical number his 
teacher had urged him to sing in a high school variety show. 
How could he ever become a minister? 
"I felt a little like Abram when God called him to go 'unto 
a land that I will show you,'" Milo remembers. "I knew that 
I was to go into the ministry, but without any specific in­
dication as to the particular field or form of service." 
Sounds of the nearby horses stirring, still attached to the 
one-row cultivator, eased the mind of the young farmer back 
to the practical and demanding work-a-day world. His en­
counter with God was so real and so precious that he dread­
ed to leave the holy spot. He wanted to savor every moment, 
to recapture every divine thrill and let it live on forever. 
But there was work to do. As a Christian, he believed in 
giving his employer a good day's labor, and a little extra, in 
return for his pay. It seemed as if his communion with God 
under the shade tree had lasted for hours, but in reality, the 
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whole episode transpired within minutes. 
The rest of the afternoon sped quickly by while Milo talk­
ed with God as if He were walking beside him, down the 
long, even rows of freshly plowed corn. He sensed a new 
release of intimate conversation with the Lord as he spoke 
audibly to his unseen Guest. 
"Lord, I just can't explain how happy I feel," he said. "It 
seems as if a great burden has been lifted from my shoulders 
and for the first time in my life I have some definite direc­
tion." 
Of course, there were many unanswered questions and 
obvious problems to be dealt with, but young Milo had 
every reason to believe that God was big enough to handle 
every one of them. As he watched the fresh dirt roll against 
the corn hills, a new surge of faith brought an exhilirating 
excitement in his heart that could not be matched. Being a 
"chosen vessel unto the Lord" inspired new dreams, ideas 
and ambitions in his mind. 
"Lord, You know if I'm going to be a minister for you, I 
want to be the very best I can," he continued his prayer. 
Then he realized that for him, it meant lots of study and 
enrolling in college for further training. 
How could he tell his family? Would they understand? 
His strict, Mennonite family did not believe in higher educa­
tion; they felt that college would be destructive to the faith 
which had been built by home and church. When Milo was 
sixteen and had finished the second year of high school, his 
family had suggested that since the compulsory age for 
education had been attained, he should quit school. Because 
of his insistent pleadings and promises to continue his full 
day's work on the farm, his father consented to let him 
finish the two additional years. 
Of course, Milo knew his family would be happy to hear 
that God had called him to the ministry. They would envi­
sion him taking over the pulpit of the local church and 
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preaching within the community of other local Mennonite 
churches. The vision God had given him, however, was far 
greater than his small, sheltered locale. 
There was no way to avoid the issue. Somehow he had to 
tell his family what God had laid on his heart. When he 
brought up the subject of college, he knew his father would 
be hurt, feeling he had failed in teaching his son to live a 
separated life. In less than a year, Milo would be twenty-one 
years old, the legal age to be on his own. He desperately 
wanted to avoid disappointing his parents, but he sensed his 
greater priority was to God and His calling for his life. 
"I'll just have to tell them, Lord," he said as he led the 
horses back to the barn. He was tired, hot and perspiring, 
but enjoyed the lingering sense of a divine encounter with 
God that buoyed his spirit and gave him the calm assurance 
that his heavenly Father would somehow smooth the rough 
paths ahead. 
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Back at the house, as the Rediger family gathered around 
the table for the evening meal, Milo was bursting to tell of 
his encounter with God. As the meal was topped off with 
hot biscuits, kept warm in the upper compartment of the 
black kitchen range, then spread with home made black­
berry jelly and freshly churned butter, each of the children 
shared some event of the day with their parents. But Milo 
knew that his announcement would have to wait for the 
more serious moments of family devotions. 
Later in the evening, the children saw their father pick up 
the family Bible, an automatic signal for quiet reverence. 
Frieda, the youngest of the children, knew it was her respon­
sibility to get her mother's veil. The Mennonite custom that 
women cover their heads while worshipping, was still prac­
ticed in the Rediger household, in accordance with Paul's 
first letter to the Corinthians, chapter eleven, verse five: 
"But every woman that prayeth or prophesieth with her 
head uncovered dishonoureth her head." 
The four children sat with reverent attention as they 
watched the "priest" of their household open the large Bible 
to a selected passage. After the Scripture reading and 
father's prayer, the children also prayed aloud, each in his or 
her turn. 
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"My scripture selection is taken from Acts, the ninth 
chapter, verse fifteen," Milo began. "But the Lord said unto 
him, 'Go thy way: for he is a chosen vessel unto me, to bear 
my name before the Gentiles, and kings, and the children of 
Israel.' " 
After repeating the verse, word for word, he hesitated for 
a moment, trying to dislodge the lump in his throat, while a 
slight mist began to appear in the corners of his eyes. 
"I need to tell you what happened to me this afternoon 
while I was plowing," he continued. The five members of his 
loving family knew by the tone of his voice that something 
very special had taken place. They sat in quiet, eager atten­
tion, waiting for him to continue. 
"While resting the horses by the river, I was reading about 
Saul's conversion. When I came to the fifteenth verse, the 
one I just quoted, the Lord seemed to say to me, 'Milo, you 
are a chosen vessel unto me, to bear my name.' " 
Reverent quietness prevailed as the family listened to the 
eldest son of the Rediger household. 
"At first, I didn't realize what was happening," he explain­
ed. "But, all at once, I knew, more than I've ever known 
anything else in my life, that God was calling me to be a 
preacher." 
Milo waited for a response. His father was beaming and 
without saying a word, he knew his dad was thanking God 
for answered prayer. In earlier generations, dating back to 
the early 1800's in Germany, the Rediger family had pro­
duced ministers of the Gospel. Milo's father, Noah, was one 
of the few who had not been called to the ministry, even 
though he was devoutly religious, serving God fervently in 
the home, church and community. 
When Milo glanced at his mother on the opposite side of 
the room, he saw tears of joy already running down her 
cheeks. Amanda, Lloyd and Freida, although somewhat aw­
ed by the solemity of the occasion, were understanding and 
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supportive at that moment and always thereafter. 
Rather than quell the happiness of the moment, Milo 
thought it best not to say anything about going to college. 
He knew how his family and generations before him felt 
about higher education. For many years, the Rediger family 
had avoided mingling with people of the "world." They had 
lived in close proximity with their own families, trying to 
shelter themselves from the "evil" society around them. 
Because of their seclusiveness, they were misunderstood and 
their ancestors had often been severely persecuted. 
Originating as a deeply religious group in a small country 
called Alsace-Lorraine, the Redigers had learned to make 
God and His Word the top priority in their lives. Alsace-
Lorraine is located between France and Germany, bordered 
on one side by the Rhine River, just North of Germany's 
famed Black Forest. For hundreds of years, the inhabitants 
have been part German and part French, and the tiny 
kingdom, about the size of the state of Maryland, has long 
been a prize in wars between the two countries. Today, 
France has control of the area, shaped like the figure "7," 
and most of its people continue to be farmers as they have 
been for many centuries. During the French Revolution of 
1789, many Roman Catholics from France moved into the 
rich farming area, while the peace-loving Mennonites 
migrated to Southern Germany, about seventy-five miles 
from the Swiss border. 
Milo's great-grandfather, Joseph Rediger, was one of the 
most illustrious of the family and came to America in 1848, 
when he was twenty-two years old. Joseph's father, Jacob, 
was the first to reach the United States, nine years earlier, in 
1834, and planned to bring his entire family to the new 
country as soon as he was able to accumulate the necessary 
funds. Joseph lived with his grandfather in Obermausheim, 
Wartenburg, Germany, until he was seventeen years old 
and dreamed of the time he, too, could go to America. 
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He moved back to Baden, a southwestern state in 
Germany, near his birth place at Lembach, Grand 
Dukedom, where he was offered a job on a large farm run 
by his uncle. Because of his strong body and industrious 
spirit, young Joseph was soon put in charge of ten other 
workers and earned top wages of twenty-five dollars annual­
ly. For five years he worked hard and saved every penny to 
fulfill his dream. 
Arriving in New York in the summer of 1848, twenty-two 
year old Joseph made his way to Albany and boarded a train 
to Buffalo, the first leg of his journey to the frontier town of 
Peoria, Illinois, where his father lived. The slow locomotive 
ran on wooden rails with iron strips attached to the top of 
the rail. A freak accident on the train almost cost Joseph 
Rediger his life. One of the iron straps on the rail was not 
securely fastened and when the huge train wheel ran under 
it, the metal belt came plunging through the floor of 
Joseph's car, up through the roof and back again through 
the interior of the train. One person was killed instantly, 
many others injured, and the train was derailed, causing 
pandemonium among the passengers. 
At Albany, Joseph ran out of money. Working for a few 
weeks in the harvest fields, he accumulated enough to take 
him on to southern Ohio, where his funds were exhausted 
again. After working for a few weeks, he travelled across 
Indiana and finally into Illinois. He found his father living 
alone in a log cabin near Peoria. The reunion between father 
and son, after nearly fourteen years, was most touching. 
When Jacob left for America, Joseph was only eight years 
old. During the intervening years, his father had correspond­
ed with the family back in Germany, while trying to save 
and invest his earnings to bring the whole family to the new 
country. 
Within six weeks after Joseph had arrived at his father's 
cabin, it was agreed that Joseph should return to Germany 
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and guide the rest of the family back to Illinois. As soon as 
Jacob could get his money together, he would send it to 
them for their passage to America. On his way back home, 
recrossing the Atlantic, an outbreak of cholera aboard ship 
threatened his life, and all passengers were put on limited 
food rations. Surviving the ordeal, young Joseph reached 
home to give his family the glowing reports of America. 
From infancy, Milo had heard the intriguing stories of his 
great-grandfather, Joseph, as well as others in the genera­
tions before him. While many of the Mennonites came to 
America for new opportunities, the primary incentive was 
religious liberty. Since the Reformation, the strict religious 
group was constantly harassed by many people throughout 
Europe. They scattered to all parts of Germany and Prussia 
and in the 1700's migrated to the Russian Ukraine. 
In 1683, William Penn offered them religious liberty in 
the newly developing United States. Hundreds of Dutch 
Mennonites moved into Pennsylvania, while others from 
Russia migrated to Canada and then to Kansas, Nebraska 
and surrounding areas. Wherever they went, they maintain­
ed their beliefs about separation from the world, so when 
Milo heard the stories of his grandfather Joseph, he knew 
that he too would be expected to avoid the worldly educa­
tional system. 
While waiting in Baden, Germany, for his father to send 
the money for their move to America, Joseph spread the 
story about the wonderful opportunities in America. Within 
a few weeks, the young man had convinced several other 
families to join them in their anticipated move to the new 
country. However, when the money from his father was late 
arriving, a growing suspicion circulated about Joseph's 
truthfulness among the eager group. They even began to 
wonder if he had ever been to America. When the promised 
money finally arrived, the Rediger family including Joseph's 
mother, Veronica, and his two brothers and three sisters, 
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along with every family in their religious community, book­
ed passage on the first ship available. Arriving in America in 
1849, the Rediger family was joyfully united after nearly fif­
teen years of separation. 
With his parents reunited, young Joseph Rediger, now 
twenty-three, began working for himself by cutting trees 
from virgin forests and hauling the logs to a nearby wagon-
maker's shop. He soon met Fanny Oyer, and in 1850, the 
young couple was married. Michael Moseman, one of the 
ministers of the Wesley City Mennonite Church, performed 
the ceremony. Joseph had been baptized as a youth of six­
teen in his native Germany, and as soon as he came to 
America, he sought out a new church home. 
Joseph and Fanny settled on a farm in nearby Tazewell 
County, just south of Peoria, where they lived for the next 
nine years. In 1859, one year before the Civil War, Joseph's 
family and four other families migrated to Livingston 
County, an unsettled, marshy land, some thirty-five miles 
northeast of Peoria. The nearest town was Gridley, about 
seven miles to the southwest, and neighbors were few and 
far between. 
Going with Joseph and Fanny to their new homestead 
were Joseph's two brothers, Jacob and John, and the 
families of Joseph Gerig and John Ehresman. The five 
families bought several acres of the virgin land from the 
Peoria and Oqumqka Railroad for six dollars an acre. It was 
deeply eroded and in need of much care to be suitable for 
farming. The hard-working group, however, worked the 
land while they hauled coal from the mines, some twenty-
five miles to the north at Streator, Illinois. The group of set­
tlers also joined the newly formed Amish-Mennonite con­
gregation at Gridley Prairie. Joseph's older brother, Jacob, 
was chosen as the minister of the new congregation. 
After Jacob died, in 1863, Joseph, who was then thirty-
seven, was chosen to succeed him in this post. During the 
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next forty-one years, Joseph Rediger would become a 
leading member and respected clergyman of the Mennonite 
Church. At about the same time that Joseph Rediger assum­
ed his clerical responsibilities at Gridley Prairie Church, a 
movement began within the Amish-Mennonite church in 
Illinois and Indiana to revitalize the doctrine of the 
denomination. Some who saw the denomination as being 
spiritually dead called for renewal of the spiritual life of the 
church. One of these movements was spearheaded by Henry 
Egly, a bishop of the Amish Mennonite Church in Geneva, 
Adams County, Indiana. The gist of Egly's doctrine was 
that a definite experience of regeneration was necessary in 
the religious life. He charged that the church was too for­
mal, and that young applicants for membership were receiv­
ed with insufficient instruction. 
When the news of Egly's doctrine reached Livingston 
County, Joseph Rediger decided to visit Egly, who happen­
ed to be a distant relative, to find out more about his beliefs. 
While discussing this thesis with Egly, Joseph himself had a 
definite experience of the forgiveness of sin and a change of 
heart. 
Returning to Gridley Prairie, he told the congregation 
about his visit and the Biblical doctrine as propagated by 
Henry Egly. He also acknowledged his own beliefs to be like 
those of Egly. The congregation did not accept the new doc­
trine. Joseph, with his relatives and friends who stood by 
him in this controversy, organized a new church named the 
"Defenseless Mennonite Church," the forerunner of what is 
now called the Evangelical Mennonite Church. The first 
church building was erected in Waldo Township in 
Livingston County near Gridley in 1875, while Joseph was 
pastor. Previously, they had met in homes and transported 
the planks and trestles for seats from place to place. The 
daylong meetings always included the morning worship ser­
vice and a midday meal, followed by a general fellowship in 
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the afternoon. 
Milo's great-grandfather, Joseph, was also known for his 
compassion and generosity. Joseph once sold a load of pigs 
for the fabulous price of $140. He called his family together 
and asked them to state the minimum amount of money 
they needed to make ends meet. The result was that they 
kept forty dollars and gave one hundred to the Lord's work. 
During their marriage, Joseph and Fanny gave birth to 
thirteen children. However, four of them died in infancy. 
The two sons, Jacob and Benjamin, and seven daughters 
who lived each became staunch members of the Mennonite 
congregation. Biblical names for the sons of Mennonite 
families were always popular, especially the name "Jacob" 
in the Rediger family. Joseph's father's name was Jacob, one 
of his brothers was so named, then he gave the same name 
to one of his sons. 
Milo's grandfather, Jacob, was the son of Joseph. Jacob 
was born in 1856, just four years before the Civil War. In 
1877, he married a Mennonite girl named Josephine Slagle. 
Milo's father, Noah, (or "N. H." as he was commonly 
known) was born to them in 1886. On Thanksgiving Day, 
1909, Noah married Amelia (Molly) Oyer, a Mennonite girl 
from Hutchinson, Kansas. Her family was among those 
who had migrated from the Russian Ukraine in the 1800's 
and they had met while attending their church meetings in 
Illinois. 
N. H. and Molly settled near Meadows, Illinois, about 
eight miles from Gridley. Two years after their marriage, 
their first baby, Amanda, was born. In 1912, several families 
from the Mennonite Community migrated to northeastern 
Ohio, near the Michigan/Indiana border. The Redigers were 
one of the twenty-five families who bought a large tract of 
land in the northwestern Ohio county of Williams. Milo's 
father bought eighty acres, including a nice barn and big 
farm house for less than $5,000. Their acreage was partly in 
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Michigan and partly in Ohio, with the state line running 
through the middle of the farm. 
Since the buildings were on the Michigan side, Milo, who 
was born in 1913, had his birth recorded in Hillsdale Coun­
ty, Michigan. His younger brother, Lloyd, was born in the 
same farm house in 1917, as was his sister, Frieda, in 1920. 
All of the families in the area were very close, their sons and 
daughters usually marrying members of other families in the 
Mennonite colony. Two of Milo's uncles on his mother's 
side married two of his father's sisters. 
With such a religious heritage, Milo's family received the 
announcement of his divine call to the ministry as a unique 
blessing and serious responsibility. After supper, the girls 
helped their mother in the kitchen; then the family made 
ready for their usual evening of home games in the parlor. 
The air of excitement and happiness still prevailed, but Milo 
knew there was more he wanted to tell them about his 
future plans. He knew what his family expected of him. 
Others in the community would also expect him to follow in 
the steps of his predecessors and become a 
farmer/carpenter/minister. At the time there were no 
salaried preachers within his denomination. All pastors were 
local men who farmed and helped in erecting barns, houses 
and other buildings, usually within the community. 
While he was thankful for the rich heritage of his fore­
fathers, he knew that someday he would have to break out 
of the mold. He believed with all of his heart that God had 
called him to be a preacher, but also he was to "bear His 
name" to more than the Mennonite community where he 
lived. 
"I can't do anything about my predicament now," he 
mused. "I'll have to wait at least a year before I break the 
news about college to my family." 
In the Mennonite community, it was a traditional custom 
that sons went to school until they were sixteen, the com-
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pulsory age for public education, and then they worked, 
turning over their wages to the family. Usually they worked 
for their family until they reached twenty-one. Milo was 
paid one dollar a day for farming the land where the Rediger 
family now lived. His wages also included free rent in the 
large farm house. But the twenty-year-old had never had the 
pay he had earned for himself. His father usually gave him 
some spending money, however, which Milo tried to save. 
Money for tuition was not as much a problem as was 
family culture. His whole future loomed before him like a 
giant puzzle. Yet, deep in his heart, he knew that God was 
big enough to put together all the mysterious pieces. For the 
present, at least, he was resolved to let his Heavenly Father 
work out all the details. 
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"Milo, come here," called his mother from the back door 
of the farm house. The little four-year-old had been playing 
in his favorite spot in the large back yard, climbing in some 
of the nearby trees of the orchard. He had been rigidly 
taught, however, always to be within "hollering distance" 
and to come running at the first call. Obedience, without 
question, had been the rule in the strict, religious household. 
If any of the children should venture to ask "why?", it was 
usually answered "Because I said so." 
"What is it, Mother?" the little boy asked, still breathing 
hard after the sprint from the orchard. 
"While cleaning the breakfast table this morning," 
Mother Rediger explained, "I noticed that I had forgotten to 
put the salt for Amanda's hard-boiled egg in her lunch pail. 
It's almost recess time for Amanda. If you hurry, you can 
get this salt to her while she's not in class." 
Little Milo eyed the small, waxpaper packet, neatly folded 
by his mother. He stood silently for a moment, tracing in his 
mind the road leading to the school. He had never been on 
the road by himself. The few times he had gone to a 
neighbor's house to play with their children, he had always 
been accompanied by his older sister. In the Mennonite 
community where he lived, the children were taught to 
33 
My Book, My Poem, My Song 
honor boundary lines, never going onto another's property 
unless invited. There were also rigid rules about the length 
of time they could stay with their friends. If they were told 
to come home at four o'clock, they knew it did not mean 
five minutes after four. 
"Listen carefully," his Mother instructed. "You must run 
straight to the school if you are going to meet Amanda. 
Don't stop for anything and remember to come back home 
right away." 
The young boy's heart was already beating fast as he 
thought of the long, half-mile to the school. He was 
somewhat frightened but believed he could make the trip, 
especially if his mother thought he was big enough to do it. 
He took the tiny package in his hand, squeezed it tightly and 
turned to run out the door. 
"Now you come right back, Milo, and don't stop to play 
on the way," his mother admonished as he banged the 
screen door shut and ran across the yard in the assigned 
direction. 
Never looking to either side of the road, Milo headed 
straight for the school yard, running as hard as he could. His 
deep, hard breaths caused his chest to hurt. At last, he saw 
the children playing on the hard, clay ground. Spotting 
Amanda quickly, he ran to her, too frightened to speak to 
anyone else. 
"Milo!" his seven-year-old sister exclaimed. "What are 
you doing here?" 
Without saying a word, he took the wax packet from his 
hot, sweaty hand, gave it to Amanda, then turned quickly 
for the run home. He ran as fast as his legs and hurting chest 
allowed. There was no stopping until he was back at his 
house, breathless and exhausted. His mother was surprised 
to see him returning so quickly. It was quite an experience 
and, considering his shyness and age, a very frightening one. 
Milo's pre-school years were happily spent doing a few 
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chores adapted to his age, but mostly playing in the barn­
yard, the orchard or in the large yards around his house. 
One of the highlights of the week was Saturday when his 
father would hitch the horses to the buggy and take the 
family to town for the day. It was nearly an hour's ride to 
Pioneer, Ohio, where the nearest stores and post office were 
located. The slow moving horses and the rough gravel roads 
were a big thrill to Milo and Amanda, for whom the ride to 
town was a real treat. N. H. and Molly Rediger rode in the 
front of the buggy where little Lloyd, only one year old, was 
safely protected on his mother's lap. 
The children stayed very close to their parents as they 
visited the few stores, picking up needed supplies for the 
week and greeting some neighbors and relatives. One kind 
storekeeper always brought a smile to the faces of Milo and 
Amanda when he reached into a large glass jar and handed 
each of them a piece of hard candy. With a polite "thank 
you," they could hardly wait to get back to the buggy, where 
they popped the morsels into their mouths and savored the 
sweet taste on the trip home. 
Most of the travel in the area was by horse drawn wagons 
and buggies. For the few elite, an occasional shiny buggy 
with a protective top was seen. In 1917, when Milo was four 
years old, the Model T Ford, a gasoline driven car, made an 
appearance around Pioneer. Every head turned and horses 
jumped when they heard the strange engine noise from the 
early automobile. That same year his father bought one, a 
1915 Model T Ford, for $350 dollars. 
At home with the family, young Milo was learning some 
valuable principles which he would carry with him through­
out his life. While the family may have lacked many 
material things, they were surrounded with an abundance of 
love. The children never questioned the love their parents 
had for each other, nor the tender affection given to each 
member of the family. At an early age, each of the two boys 
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and girls learned a healthy respect for their elders, and they 
were taught to revere authority. 
"Son, never be ashamed to be poor," Milo's father taught 
him. "It's no disgrace to be poor in the material things of this 
world, but it is a shame not to work. Many people are poor 
because they don't want to work, and the Bible teaches if 
'any will not work, neither should he eat.' When you are 
working for someone else or for yourself, be sure that you do 
your best." 
The Rediger children learned never to be wasteful. They 
knew it was an unwritten law in their household that they 
were not finished eating until every bite was cleaned from 
their plates. They also noticed that their mother always 
saved the leftover food, scarcely ever throwing out anything 
that was edible. 
After supper and the usual devotional time around the 
table, the family quite often retired to the parlor for an even­
ing of family games. On the long, cold winter nights, before 
the nine-thirty bedtime, they matched their skills at carrom 
boards or crokinole. Occasionally, one of the children would 
beat their father or mother who had become very skilled at 
the ancient games. These were good times of gaity and 
laughter and gave a measure of self-esteem to the children. 
At other times, however, they were taught that "children 
should be seen and not heard," especially when adult com­
pany was present. In the Mennonite "colony-style" of living, 
groups of families were always their closest neighbors and 
exclusive friends. They all attended the same church and ate 
Sunday dinner together generally returning for an afternoon 
or evening service. The children were never permitted to be 
boisterous or noisy while they waited until all the adults ate 
first. Children were seated at the "second table" but they did 
not feel neglected or abused. The food was excellent and 
they were very hungry. 
For most of his early life, Milo's closest playmates were 
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his cousins. Even then, they were never allowed to play 
together without parental permission. Usually they would 
not play together until the parents of both had agreed to the 
time and place. 
Milo's parents were very protective, both spiritually and 
physically. They permitted only those activities which they 
believed would not harm them, religiously or bodily. When 
Milo noticed some of the boys in town had bicycles, he ask­
ed his dad about getting one for him. Almost immediately, 
his father answered that he was afraid Milo might get hurt. 
N. H. tried to teach his children to avoid even the possibility 
of danger. 
"Son, let me tell you a story," his father told him one day. 
"A rich man with one of those new automobiles was looking 
for a safe driver as his chauffeur. Most of the applicants 
demonstrated their driving skills by showing the rich man 
how close they could go to a dangerous precipice without 
going over the ledge." 
Milo sat in rapt attention while listening to the story. At 
any moment, he expected to hear that one of the drivers did 
not make it and crashed to the rocks at the bottom of the 
cliff. 
"One clever driver," his father continued, "had another 
idea. When it was time for his trial run, he stayed as far 
away from the precipice as possible. Guess who got the 
job?" his dad asked. 
Milo thought for a moment and knew the answer had to 
be the careful driver who avoided taking chances with the 
rich man's automobile. 
"The careful driver," answered the young student. 
"That's right, and you should remember to always stay as 
far away from danger as you can. There is no sense in taking 
useless chances. The way not to drown is to stay away from 
the swimmin' hole." 
But Milo was not thoroughly convinced that his father's 
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illustration applied to every circumstance. He could not 
understand why he was not allowed to go to the "ol' swim-
minhole" in the river with some of the other boys, or why he 
could not ride a bicycle or why he could not participate in 
group-type recreation. Obviously, his father thought these 
activities to be unimportant as well as unnecessary, and was 
more concerned about getting the farm work done. 
At four years of age, Milo met one friend who became a 
lasting companion. Before they started to school, they 
became fast friends and continued to play together regularly 
during the early school years. Kenny Bohnert was a 
neighbor, but in every instance, their play times had to be 
pre-arranged. If Kenny was at Milo's house, they had to 
watch the clock closely, for fear he would not get to come 
again. In the third grade, Milo fell "deeply in love" with one 
of his classmates. Years later, he refused her proposal to 
marry when they both were twenty years old. Shortly 
thereafter, Kenny Bohnert and she were married. 
Before starting to school, it was apparent that Milo's use 
of the English language was greatly deficient. From infancy, 
German had been spoken in the household, even though the 
family had been in America for three generations. Because 
his knowledge of the German language exceeded that of 
English, he felt inferior to most of the other children. He 
hardly spoke unless asked a question and then replied with 
the shortest answer possible. This frustration combined with 
the lack of communication with the world outside his own 
community, caused Milo to become shy and withdrawn, 
lacking in self-esteem. He even doubted that professed 
Christians outside his colony and church were true believers 
in Jesus Christ. 
Milo also wondered about his name. Where did his 
parents ever find such an unorthodox name? When most of 
his relatives and forefathers had Biblical names, why did his 
parents tag him with a name like "Milo Albert"? When he 
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was old enough to ask his father, he learned that a dear 
friend of the family was named Milo. His parents had high 
regard and deep respect for the man and decided to name 
their first son after him. He also found that his name was a 
derivative of the Biblical name "Millo" as found in the book 
of Judges and several other Old Testament passages. Ap­
parently, the house of Millo was located in the environs of 
Jerusalem, and when David became king of Israel, he built 
the city "from Millo inwards." Although Milo never really 
disliked his name, he sometimes had difficulty explaining 
where his family found it. 
Against the disadvantages and many complexities of his 
young life, Milo knew also that his culture was characteriz­
ed by many desirable customs, traditions and Biblical stan­
dards. He saw that his family and relatives were strong and 
confident people, and, as Jesus taught, "humble in spirit." 
Even when differences of opinion arose, they were always 
ready to give a neighbor the right to disagree. And they lived 
the life of simple faith. 
Another distinct characteristic of the Mennonite com­
munity was its strictness in discipline. They believed that 
discipline begins in the early years of life and, if mastered 
then, will be less of a problem later. Strict discipline was evi­
dent in the home, the church, and in the entire Mennonite 
community. 
There were very few lazy people in their colony. Almost 
without exception, every man, woman, boy and girl had 
learned the art of hard, consistent work from their youth. 
They had acquired land of average value and turned it into 
thriving farmland, producing the finest of crops. 
Everywhere they migrated, they cleared the land, built 
roads, ditches and ponds, erected houses and barns, and 
within a few years, had the most beautiful, productive farm­
land in the area. 
Another advantage of Milo's heritage was that his people 
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were economically minded. They paid their bills as promis­
ed, saved what money they could, and believed that every­
thing they owned belonged to God; they were only stewards 
of it for a given time and were expected to give account of 
how they used it. During times of depression and famine, 
they ate what they had stored and shared with others who 
were less fortunate. 
But the greatest of all virtues admired by young Milo was 
the evident love that prevailed among the members of his 
family, his relatives and his community. This attribute was 
genuinely communicated, and no one escaped its influence 
and benefits. Their love was a sharing love that welded fami­
ly and friends into one body. 
While Milo's pre-school years were times of learning and 
sheltering, he knew that someday soon he would have to 
enter the world of outside contacts. On the twenty-fifth day 
of August, 1918, though barely five years old, he would 
begin his formal education at Marble Top School, located 
about one-half mile on the Michigan side of his house. Some 
harrowing experiences and traumatic adjustments were 
about to take place. 
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Winter of 1918 spread its bone-chilling coldness over the 
open plains of southern Michigan. Sub-freezing 
temperatures had kept the children inside for recess in the 
one-room, white school house known as Marble Top. Trying 
to adjust to his new environment, five year old Milo played 
games and laughed with his classmates. The teacher, busy at 
her desk grading papers, seemed oblivious to the noise and 
confusion. 
Suddenly there was a scream! Some of the older boys, 
who were in the seventh and eighth grades and obviously 
older than the rest, had heated the long metal poker red-hot 
in the pot-bellied stove at the side of the room. One boy, 
with a devilish grin on his face, was chasing the older girls 
around the room, threatening to touch them with the hot 
tip. The terrified girls ended up at the teachers desk, while 
the smaller children hovered in one corner of the room, 
almost too frightened to look. 
"Don't be afraid, girls," the teacher said. But by the look 
in her eyes and the tremor of her voice, all the children knew 
she was afraid of the tall boy. Her comment to the girls was, 
"He's not hurting me." Having had his fun, and knowing he 
had scared the teacher as well as the girls, the prankster put 
the poker back under the stove, and everyone breathed a 
43 
My Book, My Poem, My Song 
sign of relief. The teacher was not going to forget this unfor­
tunate event. Neither would the children. They had begun 
to doubt that she could control the class. 
The next morning at eight o'clock sharp, the school board 
members were at the school. They were "in charge," and 
they spoke with authority as they held an open session with 
the teacher and the pupils. There was very little problem 
with the Mennonite children, but some of the students were 
not included in the "Mennonite Community." The board 
ordered the teacher to control the big boys or forfeit her job. 
Public schools in 1918 did not provide kindergarten. It 
was the first grade for young Milo, and he moved to the 
recitation bench several times each day for exercises in dif­
ferent subjects. With one teacher for all eight grades, in­
struction was given to small groups of three or four at a 
time, in the basic subjects, on each grade level. It was quick­
ly apparent that Milo was not ready for school. He was 
struggling to translate from German to English and the 
resulting mixture was sometimes funny, sometimes pathetic. 
Later, he would realize that being bilingual had its advan­
tages. But for the present, it caused him many hours of em­
barrassment and frustration. From the unhappy relation­
ships and incidents of his first and second grades in school, 
he developed an inferiority complex that plagued him, even 
into his adult life. 
At midpoint of his second year at Marble Top, the family 
moved from the farm into the small town of Pioneer, Ohio. 
Milo's father sold the farm and bought a grocery store. The 
transfer to the "town school" at midyear was a traumatic ex­
perience for the young second grader. He had begun to feel 
somewhat comfortable with some of his classmates at 
Marble Top. But now the six-year-old was moved to a larger 
school in town, where there was a teacher just for his class 
of thirty pupils. 
Back at the rural school, his class was using flash cards for 
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arithmetic recitations. Here, at Pioneer Elementary School, 
the second grade was doing subtraction of three and four-in­
teger numbers. He did not know what "borrowing" meant in 
subtraction. The biggest problem, however, was an unsym­
pathetic teacher, whom Milo was afraid to question. 
Discipline was so stern that most of the pupils were afraid to 
breathe. On several occasions, boys who were being punish­
ed were forced to lie across the teacher's chair while she 
"whipped" them with a wooden paddle in front of the whole 
class. Girls were also given embarrassing punishments such 
as standing on a chair at the front of the room, displaying a 
large placard with the words, "I Whispered," while the other 
pupils tried not to be distracted from their studies and recita­
tions. 
The new environment, unfamiliar classmates and advanc­
ed curriculum in the town school began to take their toll on 
young Milo. The frightening experiences of the unknown 
further aggravated his self-conscious tendencies. He was 
hopelessly lost in the widening gap between where he was at 
Marble Top in December, and where the other students 
were at Pioneer Elementary in January. 
"Mother," he complained one morning, "I don't feel very 
well." 
"What's the matter?" she inquired. "Don't you know its 
almost time to leave for school?" 
"My stomach is upset and I think I have a headache." 
The symptoms were real, but the diagnosis was actually 
"school-bell cholic." Milo had become so frightened with 
school and discouraged with himself that the morning 
sickness recurred for several days before his parents took 
control. At about nine or ten o'clock, safely past school's 
starting time, his stomach stabilized and his brain cleared. 
He was ready for his normal play activities at home. 
"My, you're sure feeling better than you were this morn­
ing," his father remarked when he came home for lunch. 
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"You were so sick this morning when I left for the store, I 
was sure I'd find you still in bed by now," he added. The 
chuckle in his laugh made the second grader wonder if his 
father really knew why he was sick each morning. 
Milo's parents were never very excited about public 
school education. Noah had completed the fourth grade 
when his father, Jacob, took him out of school to work on 
the farm. Because compulsory education required all 
students to attend school until they were sixteen, Milo knew 
he had several more years before he could quit. 
Bad dreams awakened the seven-year-old in the middle of 
the night, and the growing sense of unworthiness was rock­
ing his young life. His parents passed it off as growing pains. 
But he shocked them by failing the second grade! 
Milo's first two years in the public school were certainly 
no great success. Yet, they became a launching pad for later 
achievement in his educational experience. Fortunately, 
when he repeated the second grade, a new teacher had been 
hired for his class, and learning became a joy. Miss Winifred 
Scovill, an understanding and helpful teacher, turned a 
possible educational fiasco into an avenue of learning and 
achievement. For the first time, he looked forward to going 
to school everyday and was actually disappointed when he 
was forced to stay home for ten weeks with scarlet fever. 
Miss Scovill was very helpful and arranged for him to con­
tinue his class work while at home. Milo never forgot his 
delightful second grade teacher. Nearly sixty years later, in 
1979, he would visit her, just one year before she died. This 
understanding teacher's help and guidance turned him 
around educationally. Miss Scovill's dedicated life served as 
a model in Milo's own profession as he later would seek to 
challenge and motivate thousands of students throughout 
his life. 
When he was eight years old, Milo saw his personal need 
to give his life to Christ. During an evening evangelistic 
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meeting at his church, he stepped out from the pew during 
the invitation, walked to the front of the church, and kneel­
ing at the altar, asked Christ to come into his life. The im­
pact of the decision gave the shy boy the impetus to do bet­
ter in school, and he began to formulate ambitious dreams 
for his life. One of his friends and classmates also made a 
similar decision for Christ during the meeting. The two new 
Christians, separated by a narrow aisle in their third grade 
classroom, took their Christian commitment very seriously 
and felt that in some way they should be able to share their 
new found joy with others. Not knowing exactly how to go 
about such a tremendous task, they nevertheless thought 
about it for several weeks. 
One day Milo noticed his friend across the aisle writing a 
note, and with an eye signal, he knew the urgent message 
was for him. Folding the paper neatly, they waited for the 
opportune time, then quickly passed the note across the 
aisle. When Milo felt it was safe to open the paper, he read, 
"Let's us pray!" Both the boys were serious about their new 
found life in Christ. They agreed with the nod of their heads 
and quietly bowed their hearts in silent prayer. Though the 
grammar used in the note would not have been acceptable 
to their teacher, the intent of their hearts was known to God. 
Milo's father was quite an entrepreneur. Although he was 
a good farmer, a better than average carpenter and an active 
church worker, it was evident that he was looking for a new 
venture to satisfy his occupational dreams. After a short 
time in the grocery store, he bought a hardware business in 
Pioneer. Noah enjoyed helping his farmer friends with their 
tools and equipment and did quite well in the new venture. 
Yet he deeply loved working in partnership with God and 
His soil. After selling the hardware business, N. H. moved 
the family back to the farm near Buckeye, Michigan. Later, 
he bought a hay/grain/coal business in Montpelier, Ohio, 
but one year later moved back to Pioneer. After two years in 
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Pioneer, the family was moved once more to a farm near 
Bryan, and Milo finished the eighth grade in the Clay Bank 
country school. All the moves were within a fifteen mile 
area, but each time, Milo had to change schools. Some of 
these were one room, rural schools, while others were larger 
educational systems. 
The nine year pilgrimage through elementary schools in­
cluded six classroom situations, each of them distinctively 
different. In all, there were thirteen teachers, most of them 
women, who contributed to the young student's general 
education. Some were excellent; others only average or 
poor. Yet each of the teachers would be remembered like 
color photographs in Milo's mind. While he did not realize 
their significance at the time, each experience, he believes, 
was directed by God. Later, these influences would greatly 
affect the quality of his own life's work. 
The eighth grade was one of the highlights of his 
academic career. A gifted teacher, a Miss Julliard, was the 
only instructor at Clay Bank, another one room country 
school where all eight grades studied and recited in the same 
room. Milo had become an avid student, especially in 
arithmetic. By working ahead of the given assignments, he 
became a teacher's aide and helped other students with their 
math. It was great fun for the young man who was begin­
ning to break out of his inbred shyness and inferiority com­
plex. He was gaining some self-confidence in his educational 
pursuits, but nothing had changed in the family attitude 
toward education. 
As he became older, bigger and stronger, his work load at 
the farm increased. The Redigers now lived on a 240-acre 
dairy farm, and all six members of the family were needed to 
keep the work progressing. They began their day at five each 
morning and continued to work until late at night. There 
was always more work than the six could do. Allowing time 
out for school became something of an irritation to Noah 
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Rediger. He needed the boys on the farm but realized that 
he was compelled to let them go to school until they were 
sixteen years old. 
Of course, school social and cultural activities for the 
Rediger children were minimal. When Milo was ready to 
graduate from the eighth grade at Clay Bank, the pre-
ceremony activities included a "field day" trip. However, he 
had work to do on the farm and couldn't attend. Noah even 
viewed graduation exercises as unnecessary time away from 
the farm. Milo's diploma was delivered by his teacher at a 
later date. 
Work was very important in the Rediger family's life. 
Twenty Holstein cows were milked by hand every morning 
and evening. Even though the barn was equipped with a 
Henman power milker, which was in the barn when they 
moved there, Noah believed that the machine would be too 
hard on the cows. During school days, each of the children 
did their chores from five to seven in the morning and again 
from five to seven each evening. It was impossible for Milo 
to compete in athletic activities at school because of his 
heavy work load at home. He did, however, while pursuing 
vocational agriculture during his first two years of high 
school, break into the circles of oratory. At the urging of a 
caring teacher, William Haugher, he memorized and gave 
Lincoln's Gettysburg address at a Memorial Day celebra­
tion. With the encouragement of his Vo-Ag teacher, he gave 
public demonstrations of soil testing at meetings of farmers. 
He was also entered by his teacher in a speech contest in the 
Central Ohio District and won fifth place. 
Milo usually did his school homework from eight to as 
late as eleven or twelve o'clock at night. Of course, he work­
ed all day during summer vacations on the farm. With time 
and transportation problems, only a minimum number of 
social activities were permitted throughout elementary and 
high school years. 
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Milo as Dean of Taylor University, 1952. 
The Milo Rediger family at the University of Dubu­








The huge cloud of dust could be seen for nearly a mile 
down the road. The Rediger children watched as the cloud 
came closer to their house. They knew their father, who had 
partially regained some of his strength in the late spring, had 
scoured the country for several miles around to find the 
right vehicle for moving his family to Arizona. They waited 
with great anticipation as they saw a strange looking 
automobile coming closer to their house. 
"What in the world is Daddy driving?" one of the children 
asked. 
"I don't know," replied milo. "All I see is half a car and 
four wheels." 
Within a few moments, the big Buick Roadmaster was 
chauffeured into the driveway by Noah, a big smile covering 
his face. Questions from all five members of the family were 
hurled at him, simultaneously. 
"Where did you find that?" 
"What are you going to do with that thing?" 
"Where are we going to ride?" 
Finally, Noah realized he had kept them in suspense long 
enough. "Hold on," he said. "I've got a good idea and you're 
all going to love it." 
Then in one of his greatest entrepreneurish moments, he 
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unveiled his plans for a house-car to be built on the chassis 
of the Buick. Visiting several old car junk yards and talking 
to many mechanics who hauled away wrecks, Noah had 
found this practically new, 1929 Buick with a 450 horse­
power motor, which had just recently been wrecked. It was 
in mint condition from the windshield forward, but the 
mechanics had taken the crumpled body of the car, from the 
windshield back, off the chassis. 
In their spare time, during the remaining spring and sum­
mer months, Milo and his father worked on the vehicle, 
building what was probably one of the nation's first motor 
homes. From the experience gained in his own hardware 
store several years before, Noah was somewhat aware of the 
newest parts, tools and supplies available. The two men 
(Milo was now 17 years of age) first cut the frame and ex­
tended the length of the chassis an additional forty-four in­
ches. A longer drive-shaft was devised by bolting on an ex­
tension. The venture proved to be an enjoyable and exciting 
challenge; N.H.'s carpentry and mechanical skills were quite 
sufficient for building the super structure. 
While continuing to work at their daily jobs, they used 
every spare moment to build their mobile home. For the 
floor, sides and top, they found a very sturdy, economical 
board which had just been released on the market, known as 
prestwood. Their new home, which would carry them to 
Arizona, was fourteen feet long, from the driver's seat to the 
rear, six feet wide and six feet high. At the seams, where the 
composition boards met, Noah carefully tacked small strips 
of wood. The amenities inside were scarce, but there was 
room for hanging clothes, several drawers, space for cots 
and a couple of matresses, and a trap door to space below 
the floor where other supplies were stored. There were jugs 
for water, kerosene lamps, a Coleman cook stove, several 
pots and pans, a couple of chairs and a small table. Although 
very primitive and quite crowded, the "motor home" 
54 
The Move West 
resembled the modern recreational vehicles of today. 
As departure time for the long journey approached, many 
last minute decisions had to be made. They would have to 
travel as light as possible. Bare necessities would take all the 
room they could spare. For more than a week, the family 
gathered everything of value and displayed it in the farm­
yard, ready for the auction to be held a few days before they 
were to leave. Of course, the good-bys at the church were 
touching and very tearful. For nearly eighteen years, the 
Redigers had lived within a few miles of Pioneer where they 
worked, fellowshipped and worshipped together. The 
children had played with their cousins and other friends 
from the Mennonite Church from infancy. Several of the 
elders in the church were leary about the Noah Rediger 
family moving so far away, away from their "kind" where 
they would have to mix with other people of the world. Yet, 
they were sympathetic. They knew that Noah needed the 
warm, dry climate for his health so they prayed for God's 
blessing on the family. 
Near the middle of September, 1930, the family moved all 
their personal belongings into the mobile home, and with a 
few hundred dollars in their possession from the auction and 
sale of their farm equipment, they began their move 
westward to a land they had never seen. The first leg of their 
trip, from Ohio to Illinois, took two days for the three hun­
dred mile distance. There, they visited with some of their 
family whom they had not seen for several years. 
Within a few days they said goodby and set out on the se­
cond portion of their long journey. After another two and 
one-half days of driving, they arrived in Flutchinson, Kan­
sas, where a visit was planned with their mother's relatives. 
During their first week, the Redigers had traveled some 
eight hundred miles and were beginning to get well adjusted 
to mobile living. However, the longest leg of the journey, 
from Hutchinson to Phoenix, was nearly 1,200 miles, across 
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plains, rolling hills and mountains. Actually, it was the most 
exciting part of the trip, and the children looked forward 
with anticipation to seeing "the wild West." 
In school, back in Ohio, Milo had read some of Zane 
Grey's books and dreamed about the romance of the West. 
He now recalled the words of Arthur Chapman, who wrote 
"Out Where the West Begins." 
Out where the West begins, 
Out where the sun shines a little brighter, 
Out where the heart seems a little lighter, 
Out where the hand-clasp's a little tighter; 
That's where the West begins. 
Rolling across the flat lands of Kansas, the sights became 
monotonous with miles of corn and wheat fields stretching 
out before them. It was a welcome relief to see an occasional 
tree along the way. The route they choose to Phoenix took 
them across the southeastern corner of Colorado and then 
into northern New Mexico. Arriving at Clayton, only a few 
miles from the Oklahoma and Colorado state line, the 
Redigers camped on the outskirts of the little town. After 
the evening meal, threatening thunderclouds began to hover 
overhead. All six memebers of the family went into the 
mobile home, lighted the lamps and chose a few books to 
read. Suddenly, the sounds of a torrential rain storm could 
be heard beating against the roof. 
"Mother, water is coming in!" one of the children cried, 
looking up at the ceiling. 
"Get me a pan from the drawer," Mrs. Rediger ordered. 
"Look, it is coming in here, too," Milo said he ran for 
another pan. 
Within three hours, nearly six inches of blowing rain had 
saturated the ground. There were not enough buckets and 
pans to catch the water as it flowed under the thin wooden 
strips covering the joints of the prestwood. When con­
structing the temporary home, Noah had not taken into ac-
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count the sudden cloud bursts in the Rocky Mountains of 
New Mexico. The next day, however, the hot sun dried the 
soggy mattresses and blankets while Milo and his father 
removed the wooden strips from the ceiling and the walls. In 
Clayton, they found some caulking and filled all the cracks 
before replacing the strips. From the reports they heard in 
town, they had plenty of time for the repairs, since all of the 
roads and some of the bridges to the west had been washed 
away. It was three days before they were able to resume 
their journey which would prove to be the most treacherous, 
and adventurous, of the 2,000 mile trip. 
From Clayton, rolling hills began to rise up before them. 
In the distance they caught their first sight of a mountain. 
At about two in the afternoon, the hazy outlines of Wagon-
mound became visible and looked to be about an hour's 
drive away. The children became excited with the thought of 
climbing the New Mexico mountain and continued to wait 
impatiently with their eyes glued to the distant object.'They 
began to experience the phenomena of deceiving grades and 
distances, however, as the expected hour's drive took longer 
than anticipated. The afternoon wore on as each member of 
the family expected every next half hour or so, to be close 
enough to touch the beautiful sight. At about six-thirty, the 
Rediger's mobile home started pulling into the foothills of 
Wagonmound where they stopped for the evening meal. 
"You children run along and play while I fix something to 
eat," Mother Rediger said as she readied the Coleman stove 
to prepare some of the cured ham they had brought. 
"Can we climb the mountain?" one of the children asked. 
"Yes, but be careful and get back here within an hour for 
supper." 
Milo led the foursome up the steep trails. They estimated 
it would take about a half hour to climb to the top and 
another half hour back down. They climbed and climbed, 
unaware of the passing of time, while they thoroughly en-
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joyed the clear, fresh air and beautiful autumn sights on the 
mountainside. By the time they reached the top, the sun had 
disappeared behind the mountain. Dusk was rapidly ap­
proaching and they knew they had once again miscalulated 
the time. Quickly descending the rugged paths, they arrived 
back at camp just as darkness settled in for the night. After 
an earnest apology, they devoured supper with insatiable ap­
petites before retiring to sleeping bags stretched out under 
the open sky. The full moon was bright and clear, and it 
seemed they could reach up and touch it. Within a few 
minutes, however, their tired bodies demanded rest and they 
drifted off to sleep, dreaming of the exciting ventures ahead. 
The next morning, the family rose early, ate breakfast and 
packed their belongings back into the mobile home. The nar­
row, winding mountain road was treacherous to say the 
least. But the children enjoyed the mysterious terrain which 
sometimes gave the illusion of going downhill when the 
grade was really ascending steeply. The hairpin turns were 
difficult to maneuver with the twenty-foot "recreational 
vehicle." Sometimes it was necessary for Noah to pull into a 
curve, back up, twist the steering wheel severely, and try 
again, all within a few inches of unguarded precipices of a 
thousand feet or more. It was all exciting for the children, 
but not for Mother Rediger, who hid her face in a pillow 
during the ordeals. Coming down the mountains, it was 
necessary to pull into turnouts along the way, to give on­
coming cars the right of way up their side of the road. Since 
the road was too narrow in some places for two cars to pass, 
those traveling down the mountain used the roadside stops 
to cool their mechanical brakes. The brake bands could 
become hot enough to catch on fire if not allowed to cool 
periodically. At each stop, some of the local residents pro­
vided pails of water to throw on the brake drums, and they 
usually capitalized on the situation by selling the water for 
twenty-five cents a bucket. 
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The trip west was educational for the whole family. They 
saw grand sights they had read about in school but never 
dreamed they would get to see first-hand. The Painted 
Desert, the Petrified Forest and the awe-inspiring view of 
the Grand Canyon were sights to be remembered for a life­
time. 
Arriving in Phoenix in early October, the Redigers found 
a parking place for their motor home near the downtown 
section of the city. The vehicle, being the first of its kind, 
became quite an attention getter. Many folks wanted to see 
the inside and wondered what it would be like to live in such 
a "house on wheels." 
The first priority for the family was to fan out and find 
jobs for each one who was old enough to work. The Great 
Depression was only a year old and the economy had 
deteriorated every day since the fateful stock market crash 
of 1929. Scouring the city for jobs, none of the Redigers 
found anything available, but they improvised by trading 
the mobile home for a little cafe in downtown Phoenix. 
Mother Rediger and Amanda did the cooking, while Noah 
and Milo served as waiters. Lloyd and Frieda helped by 
washing dishes and cleaning the tables and counter. Within 
a few months, however, they traded the cafe on East Van 
Buren Street for a rooming house on Third Avenue. In the 
days before motel and hotels, rooming houses were popular 
with travelers, and the family rented out several rooms 
while retaining necessary space for their own living 
quarters. 
Milo's father again put his carpentry training to use by 
picking up a few days work around the city. An avid trader, 
he soon became interested in real estate transactions 
through a local broker, Otto Hammel. The Depression left 
many Americans jobless, and money was very scarce for 
most people. Noah Rediger's unique bartering and creative 
financing abilities intrigued Mr. Hammel. The two men 
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pooled their resources and abilities during the hard times 
and were successful in producing a growing real estate 
business around the city of Phoenix. 
For Milo, a seventeen-year-old with three years of high 
school behind him, however, there were no jobs available. 
He picked up part-time work here and there, following the 
harvest combines in the maze fields, and collecting between 
fifty cents and a dollar for an eight to ten hour day. When 
harvest time was over, he went out every day, following 
every lead, for a possible job. By December, with no perma­
nent work in sight, he began talking with his father about 
returning to school. Reluctantly, his father consented and 
Milo enrolled as a senior in the Union High School of 
Phoenix. An avid student during his high school years, he 
had taken extra courses. When his transcript arrived in 
Phoenix, he had enough credits to complete the re­
quirements for a diploma in only one semester. In May, 
1931, still seventeen years old, he graduated from Union. 
"Surely, with a high school diploma, you'll be able to find 
a job," the family members encouraged Milo. 
"I don't know," he replied. "But, I'm going to visit every 
business in Phoenix until I find something," he said con­
fidently, beaming with pride as he looked at his diploma. 
But he was to discover that even the sheepskin helped very 
little in 1931. 
Milo walked the streets, talking with anyone who would 
listen to his plea for a job. "Son, we'd really like to help you, 
but there is nothing available right now. As a matter of fact, 
we've had to dismiss several of our best employees because 
of the tight economic conditions," was the usual reply from 
sympathetic listeners. Desperate to earn a living, he con­
tacted a Phoenix attorney who had a dairy farm nearly ten 
miles from the city. Gratefully, Milo took a job milking 
cows. 
Although he never considered himself too good for such a 
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menial task, he was somewhat disappointed not to have 
found something paying more than two dollars a day and 
more suited to his qualifications. He sometimes found sup­
plemental work to increase his income by hiring out to other 
farmers in the area. Whenever he heard of work 
possibilities, Milo responded quickly, even if the job was dig­
ging citrus tree holes, three feet across and eighteen inches 
deep, for one cent a piece. 
Before coming to Arizona, the Redigers had been told 
that there was no Mennonite church in that area of the 
country. Some of their family, as well as friends, had advised 
them to find an active church that held closely to their own 
doctrine and had mentioned a Missionary Church located 
on Ninth Street in Phoenix. Upon arriving in Phoenix, they 
immediately found the church and began attending. 
Although the people were somewhat different from those 
back in Ohio, the Rediger family was warmly greeted and 
deeply loved from the beginning. It was a much larger 
church than Milo had been accustomed to, and the singing 
was livelier. As newcomers, they were warmly received into 
the congregation of some 300 persons, and the children were 
invited to participate in the many youth activities of the 
church. For the first time in seventeen years, Milo found 
himself in a different religious setting. 
Back in Ohio, he attended church only with relatives and 
friends he had known all his life. Now he found himself ex­
posed to unfamiliar experiences with new and different 
friends. The shy, awkard boy began talking freely with his 
peers and soon was taking a leading part in the youth ser­
vices. After several months of practicing on his guitar, he 
and Amanda were asked to sing and continued to sing often 
at the regular services. 
The dry, warmer climate in the West proved to be 
beneficial to Noah's health. He continued working at his 
carpentry .trade and real estate business, trading and barter-
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ing in a way that left both buyer and seller happy. Shortly 
after the move West, Milo's father bartered for a different 
kind of automobile. This time it was a Marmon, a limousine-
type car with two full seats and a jump seat between the 
two. There was plenty of room for each member of the 
Rediger family, as well as for various friends, especially for 
transportation to church. 
By the time Milo had reached his nineteenth birthday, he 
had been recognized and accepted as a leader in the youth 
group of the Missionary Church. He loved organizing the 
young people in activities for spiritual growth and had 
begun to enjoy some opportunities to speak before various 
church groups. The two years spent in Arizona produced a 
radical transformation in his personality. Looking back over 
the years, he could clearly see the hand of God at work in 
his life, preparing him for the future. 
"We're moving back to Ohio," Milo's father announced 
one evening around the dinner table. They had talked often 
about their friends and relatives back home and about a 
possible move back to Pioneer. Finally the decision was 
made. Of course, they would miss their Arizona friends who 
had grown close over the past two years. But northern Ohio 
was the place they considered to be their real home. While 
the Depression continued to grow worse, jobs, money, and 
security for the future looked very uncertain. The family 
decided they would make ends meet as well in Ohio as they 
had in Arizona. So, once again, the Redigers began to look 
forward with excitement to an anticipated move. For Milo, 
moving back East would bring new opportunities and 








"Ouch," cried Milo. "Oh, that hurts!" He held his 
smashed thumb tenderly while the unsympathetic land­
owner looked on. While attempting to replace the huge, 
rigid metal rim on the wooden wagon wheel, Milo had ac-
cidently hit his left thumb with the heavy iron hammer. 
"Why you didn't even cuss," Mr. Schaeffer remarked. 
"No Sir. I'd never do that." 
"Well, why not? It might help ease the pain," the older 
man suggested. 
"I don't think so," Milo answered. "Anyway, I'm a Chris­
tian and it certainly wasn't God's fault. I was just not 
careful enough." 
Mr. Schaeffer was not a Christian and could not under­
stand the young man's calmness despite the intense pain 
that threatened to bring tears to Milo's eyes. The older man 
owned the large farm on which the Rediger family lived 
after returning from Arizona. He had agreed with Milo's 
father to let them live in the farmhouse and to pay Milo one 
dollar per day, in return for the young man's full time work. 
And Mr. Schaeffer was always on hand to see that Milo put 
in a full day's work, from sun up to sun down. The only 
break Milo had was when the landowner wanted to talk 
with him and even then he was expected to continue his 
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work, as possible, during the conversation. 
"Son, you ought to get married and settle down here in 
Montpelier," Mr. Schaeffer said one day. Milo was nearing 
his twenty-first birthday and was a prime target for several 
unmarried girls. Since coming back from the West, he was 
considered by some of the girls' fathers as almost a celebrity. 
He could talk freely about the wide expanse of the frontier 
county and hold his listeners spellbound while giving vivid 
descriptions. 
"You could still work for me," the landowner continued. 
"Well, Mr. Schaeffer, I think the Lord has something else 
for me to do." 
"Like what?" 
"I'd like to go to college someday and be a preacher," Milo 
replied. 
"Aw, that's a lot of nonsense. You don't have to go off to 
one of those slick schools to be a preacher," the older man 
continued. "You could still be a preacher if you wanted and 
continue to work on my farm." 
But Milo knew that God had been dealing with him 
about his future for the past several months. His encounter 
with God in the corn field during the summer had confirm­
ed his plans. A few months after returning to Ohio, he had 
been asked to speak at a Sunday School convention of the 
Mennonite churches. That engagement led to several invita­
tions to speak at other churches. He and Amanda sang, ac­
companied by his guitar, after which he gave a Gospel 
message, to congregations in Woodburn, Archibald and 
other towns in Northwest Ohio, as well as Grabill, Indiana 
and surrounding areas. Almost every week-end, the brother-
sister team was invited to some church. However, the hectic 
pace on Saturday and Sunday did not diminish his respon­
sibility nor his energy for Monday work. Mr. Schaeffer, 
although sixty-eight years old, still required a full day's work 
from the young preacher, and Milo convinced him that he 
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would not slacken his work pace because of his busy 
schedule. The older man soon became an ardent supporter 
of the preacher-boy. 
A group of churches in the Pioneer, Ohio area, including 
the Methodist, United Brethren, Christian Church, Men-
nonite and Nazarene churches, formed an organization call­
ed the Young Peoples Christian Union. Milo was selected to 
represent the Mennonite Church in the union. He and 
Amanda often sang at the Sunday afternoon meetings and 
later he was asked to bring the message to the group. The 
monthly services were attended by some two hundred 
young people from churches as far away as twenty-five 
miles. From the beginning of the organization, Milo was one 
of the leaders of the YPCU. 
Although the Rediger family had always been steeped in 
tradition and usually kept to their own people, they were 
also avid Bible readers and were becoming more open to 
fellowship with other Christians. The two years spent in 
Arizona had shown Milo's family that there were many con­
servative, Bible-believing Christians outside their own Men­
nonite church. The YPCU became another opportunity in 
Milo's life for him to experience great Christian fellowship 
outside of his home church. He knew, even in Phoenix, that 
he was open to minister for God anywhere He might call 
him. 
As a young preacher/farmer, Milo had several casual 
dates on various occasions. As far as he was concerned, mar­
riage remained several years down the line and then only if 
he could find the ideal young lady. There were always 
several interesting girls attending the YPCU but none of 
them seemed a likely candidate for his life-time mate; none, 
that is, until he noticed a very striking, beautiful brunette, 
singing with her sisters during a Sunday afternoon meeting. 
The Vernier sisters, Doris, Frances and Velma, were from 
the United Brethren Church, some eight miles from Pioneer. 
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Milo especially noticed Velma, who played the guitar for the 
trio. He became very interested in her, but it seemed that the 
personal plans in their individual lives were not headed in 
the same direction. They dated occasionally but nothing 
developed more than a casual friendship. 
Milo's speaking engagements began taking him through­
out the county and into the state of Indiana. Several times 
there were conflicts in scheduling the use of the family car 
but his father usually allowed Milo preference. With money 
still very scarce, they eventually pooled their resources, 
coming up with fifty dollars to buy an automobile for the 
young preacher. When they found the 1929 Chevrolet, for 
exactly fifty dollars, it became Milo's pride and joy. He en­
joyed tuning the motor, washing and polishing the body and 
tried to keep it in top-notch condition at all times. He felt it 
was quite an accomplishment for a twenty-one year old to 
have his own car. Now, he could go wherever and whenever 
he was called upon to preach. 
Even though the economy was still very tight, Noah had 
been able to pick up several days of regular carpentry work 
in and around Pioneer. Milo accepted a job as a painter's 
helper at twenty-five cents an hour, which was nearly twice 
the amount he had been making on the farm. Several of the 
churches where he was invited to speak, also gave him a 
"love offering" which amounted to as much as four or five 
dollars. With the increased activity and job opportunities for 
members of the family, the Redigers moved back to Pioneer 
in 1934. 
"I think it's about time we had a revival here in Pioneer," 
the chairman of the YPCU said, looking around the table 
for approval from the other executive committee members. 
"Hey, that's a good idea," one of the members agreed. 
"We've got plenty of talent in our group. We could use 




"We'll need some committees to see about the place, 
equipment and advertising," Milo added. 
As the excited committee members joined in a round table 
discussion, plans were laid to conduct the meeting in a big 
tent to be erected right in the middle of town, in Pioneer's 
beautiful shaded park. Building a platform, borrowing chairs 
and hymnbooks and enlisting the cooperation of the chur­
ches in the area drew lively deliberations. A date was set, 
responsibilities assigned and a strong spirit of enthusiasm 
was prevalent. 
"We've forgotten one important item," the chairman con­
cluded. 
"What's that?" several echoed all at once. 
"Who's going to preach the revival for us?" he questioned. 
Every eye turned to Milo, seated on one side of the table. 
For the most of them, it apparently was a pre-drawn conclu­
sion that the young Evangelical Mennonite would be the 
logical choice of everyone in the Young Peoples Christian 
Union. However, the nightly service, lasting for two weeks 
would be a strenuous task for the young preacher, but he 
agreed to pray about it. Others also covenanted with him in 
prayer. They strongly believed, however, that it was already 
God's will for Milo Rediger to preach his first revival 
meeting. Within a few days, he agreed that the Lord was 
leading him to assume the responsibility for the preaching. 
For the next several weeks, Milo spent most of his waking 
hours thinking about the sermons he would preach. Even 
while painting, he mused over the Bible's important texts 
and tried to develop various themes and outline ideas which 
came to mind. At times he felt very inadequate and was 
tempted to tell the committee to look for a replacement. 
Then he remembered the Lord's words to Paul while he was 
undergoing severe problems, "My grace is sufficient for 
thee." With renewed strength, he resolved that he would do 
his best for God and leave the results to Him. 
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The YPCU had been praying for at least 300 persons to 
attend each night. They rented a tent with a seating capacity 
of 500, "just in case the Lord really wants to bless us," one 
of the members said. The equipment committee borrowed 
chairs from the funeral home, churches and individuals to 
fill the tent. On the opening night, the crowds came from 
throughout Williams County, filling the tent and over­
flowing to the outside. Every night, the good attendance 
continued and as interest grew, a heaven-sent revival broke 
out among the people. Numbers of people, young and old, 
committed their lives to Christ. Milo could not believe what 
was happening, but he knew all the time that it was God's 
doing, not his. He preached a simple message each night and 
folks could hardly wait to make their way to the altar to 
receive Christ. 
"I always felt it was God's way of showing me what he 
wanted me to do," Milo said. "While I had many times of 
doubt and indecision, God would always bring to my 
remembrance his great blessings on my insufficiency." 
The revival was the talk of the town for many months, 
long after the tent had been taken down and the chairs 
returned to their owners. The shady park in the center of 
Pioneer, surrounded by homes and store fronts, had return­
ed to normalcy. But, the churches in the area were still ex­
periencing revival and for Milo Rediger, his life would never 
be the same. 
"God has something great for you in the future," his 
pastor told him one day. 
"I don't know what he has for me, but I surely want to be 
ready to fill any spot He may assign," Milo answered. 
The Reverend Harold Fraker was the pastor of the 
Evangelical Mennonite Church, and the first, in Milo's 
lifetime, to be a full-time minister. All previous pastors were 
farmers by occupation and preached on weekends. Milo had 
a deep respect for his pastor. It was not only the true-to-the-
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Bible sermons he preached, but Rev. Fraker was also a 
graduate of Marion College in Indiana. 
"I sure wish I could talk you into going to Marion Col­
lege, Milo," his pastor told him one day during the summer. 
"You wouldn't have any problem talking me into going. 
I'm ready and willing," Milo replied. 
"Well, what's the problem?" 
"There are several. First, I don't have the money for tui­
tion. But the biggest obstacle is my family. You know how 
they feel about higher education, don't you?" Milo asked. 
Since Rev. Fraker had come to the Rediger's home 
church, he had won the respect and trust of the Mennonite 
congregation. They were beginning to see that all education 
was not necessarily sinful and were slowly adopting an at­
titude of tolerance toward the educated person. If there was 
ever going to be a time when Milo might approach his father 
about going to college, it was now. Pastor Fraker agreed to 
pray with the young preacher about his future education, 
while allowing God time to perhaps alter the attitude of 
Milo's parents. 
During his daily prayer time, Milo began pondering over 
the perfect timing which later would prove to be providen­
tial. Within twelve to eighteen months, a calendar of events 
had taken place which brought him to a point of decision 
concerning college. Since returning to Ohio, he could clearly 
see God's hand on his life. His call to preach, the many in­
vitations to speak at area churches and conferences, the 
Young Peoples Christian Union, and his pastor's urgings to 
attend college. He was ready. He was willing. Somehow, he 
would have to muster the courage to share the decision with 
his parents. 
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Hoffman and Mrs. Hoffman. 
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Milo waited patiently for the right moment to speak to his 
father. He preferred to be alone with him. Since Pastor 
Fraker, a recent college graduate from Marion, had helped 
to diminish some of the fears of higher education among the 
church folks, Milo did not believe that his father would for­
bid him to go. But, he hoped so much for his approval. 
"Dad, I need to talk with you for a few minutes," he said 
one evening when they were alone. 
"What is it, son?" 
"Well, for the past several months I have been praying 
about the Lord's leadership in my life. I've been thinking 
about college and really believe I should go to Marion." 
"Milo, you know how your mother and I feel about going 
to school, mixing with others who don't take God at His 
Word." 
"Yes, Dad. But, I think Marion College is different. I 
believe that I have been grounded enough in the Bible to 
stand my ground." Milo continued. "Besides, I think God 
has something special for me to do and the first step in 
preparation is to go to school." 
"Milo, you're twenty-two years old now and we won't try 
to tell you what to do," his father explained. "If you feel 
God wants you to go, we won't hinder you. But, we aren't 
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able to help you financially. You'll just have to make your 
own way." 
Milo was elated. Even though his father did not give his 
full approval, he did not voice any displeasure. Soon, the rest 
of the family heard Milo's good news and family conversa­
tion was sparked with excitement concerning his new adven­
ture. At the next YPCU meeting, he learned that Velma 
Venier was also enrolling at Fort Wayne Bible College, 
about fifty miles north of Marion. He also met a young 
preacher, Reuben Short, who was a member of the Men-
nonite church in Archibald, Ohio, where Milo's great uncle, 
Emmanuel Slagle, was the pastor. Reuben and Milo became 
close friends from the beginning of their acquaintance. They 
had many things in common, and each was quick to under­
stand the problems of the other. 
With his father's acceptance of college plans, Milo had 
crossed the first hurdle. Now, all he had to do was find the 
money for his tuition, about three hundred dollars. What he 
had was a few dollars he had saved and his fifty dollar 
automobile. Of course, that would have to go. A sym­
pathetic friend offered him ninety-five dollars for the car, 
and Milo took the offer. Quickly! Just before leaving 
Pioneer for the trip to Marion, Milo's father handed him a 
five dollar bill. Without counting his money, the young 
preacher knew he had just over one hundred dollars, which 
was a lot of money for 1935. But not nearly enough to see 
him through his first year. He would have to depend on the 
Lord to supply his needs, he told himself. The five dollars 
from his Dad was a big part of the total, because it 
represented the increasing approval and support of his 
parents. 
It was late August when he packed his personal belong­
ings, loaded them in the family car, and tenderly hugged his 
mother and sister. "Take care of the family, Lloyd," he told 
his younger brother. Reuben Short had been driven by his 
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parents to Pioneer to meet Mr. Rediger and Milo. Noah had 
agreed to take the boys to Marion, a three-hour trip from 
home, deliver them to their apartment, and then return 
home the same day. Mother Rediger packed a huge basket 
filled with all kinds of food, enough to do them for several 
days. With a final glance toward each member of his family, 
Milo waved his hands in a parting goodbye as the car drove 
away. 
In Marion, Milo, Reuben, and four other students found 
an apartment just one block from the campus. They agreed 
to share the rent, and take turns in preparing the meals and 
doing the housecleaning. As one of the older students, Milo 
was the natural leader. The other boys looked to him when a 
decision had to be made or to arbitrate any dispute. When 
Milo heard about a possible job opening on the college 
newspaper, he applied for the part-time work. The pay was 
in the form of a service scholarship, and the stipend went 
directly to the business office as a credit to his tuition. God 
also provided opportunities to speak in many churches in 
the Marion area and usually there was an offering for his 
services. Saturday work at the Sears store in Marion also 
helped him make it through his freshman year. 
Thinking about the possibilities of seminary someday, he 
matriculated in the Theological course of study. The college, 
which had been started by the Wesleyan Methodists in 1923 
as the Marion Normal School, offered several theological 
courses which interested Milo. The classes were challenging 
and he found himself engrossed in Biblical studies. All the 
reading and studying he had done during his early life began 
coming into focus. On weekends, when he preached, he was 
able to put into practice the things he had learned. Before 
his first college year had ended, his tuition account had been 
paid in full through the weekend offerings and his part-time 
jobs. 
During the summer he went into evangelistic work, 
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preaching at several Mennonite churches in revival 
meetings. Some of the meetings lasted one week, others for 
two to three weeks. Soon, too soon for Milo who loved to 
preach, the summer was over and it was back to school. 
His sophomore year at Marion was filled with exciting 
Bible subjects again. Along with several other courses which 
were required, Milo especially liked Biblical philosophy, but 
his interest in the liberal arts began to grow. The faculty was 
also impressed with the sincerity and leadership abilities of 
the sophomore. He was a little older than the average se­
cond year college student and seemed to be more determined 
to do his best. One of the school's officials remarked that 
there was a strong possibility Milo would be asked to remain 
at Marion after graduation as a Bible teacher. However, at 
the time, a fairly rigid policy required that instructors at 
Marion should be members of the Weslayan Church. Milo 
was still very loyal to the Evangelical Menonnite Church. 
He dismissed the possibilities of teaching at Marion and 
began looking for a school which offered a major in 
philosophy. 
An exciting experience during the sophomore year at 
Marion was the occasion of preaching at the Student Con­
ference, the meeting of the student body one evening each 
week. Milo's subject was "Little is Much When God is in 
It," and the first to respond to the invitation was his room­
mate, Reuben Short, who made a deep and complete dedica­
tion of his life, although he had been a Christian for a 
number of years. This further cemented their personal rela­
tionship and they continued as roommates through the en­
tire four years of their college life—two years at Marion and 
two at Taylor. 
About fifteen miles from Marion, there was another 
Methodist school which caught Milo's attention. Taylor 
University, which was begun as Fort Wayne Female Col­
lege in 1846, had an enrollment of more than 300 students 
78 
College Bound 
and offered special courses in Biblical Literature and 
Philosophy. The tuition was about $400 yearly. Milo felt 
God leading and he transfered to the school in the little 
town of Upland, Indiana, for his last two years of college. 
He immediately fell in love with the students and faculty, 
soaking up every piece of knowledge he could glean from 
the classes. 
Although Taylor accepted all of his credits from Marion, 
it was necessary for Milo to carry eighteen hours for each of 
the four semesters, since there were general education re­
quirements to be met for the Bachelor of Arts degree. There 
were several required courses he had to fit into his schedule. 
The heavy load he was carrying in school was matched with 
his continued week-end schedule as a student pastor of Little 
Ridge and Radley Friends meetings. 
The Junior year at Taylor was high-lighted by Milo's elec­
tion to a leadership role in the Fifth Annual Youth Con­
ference, where he served as co-chairman with Hazel Butz. 
This event brought a thousand or more high school students 
to the campus for a week-end of workshops, discussion 
groups, prayer times, and public services. From Friday even­
ing to Sunday afternoon Taylor students and high school 
visitors lived together in the residence halls and worshipped 
together in Maytag Gymnasium. They were led by great ser­
vants of God like Dr. Samuel Turbeville, Dr. John Zoller 
and their own president, Dr. Robert Lee Stuart. Responses 
to the invitations were numerous and many churches were 
inspired and re-vitalized by their youth groups who came to 
the conference. 
"Milo," a denominational official explained, "we've 
always been interested in beginning a new Mennonite 
church in the Fort Wayne area. Our conference has a piece 
of property there and I have been asked to contact you 
about preaching there this summer." 
It was near the end of his first year at Taylor. He had 
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begun to wonder what the Lord wanted him to do during 
the summer vacation. Preaching was what he liked. To be 
under a big tent again, like the one in Pioneer, was a 
challenge to the young preacher. 
"There are several families in the area who have promised 
to help you," the official continued. "And, there are several 
students at Fort Wayne Bible College who have offered to 
assist. We want you and Reuben to conduct evangelistic ser­
vices and Vacation Bible School." 
"That's wonderful," Milo answered. "Til be ready to start 
as soon as school finishes." 
A full schedule of services was organized at the new 
church. Starting with a revival meeting which attracted 
several new families, Milo, and Reuben, who worked with 
him during the summer, began Vacation Bible School, a 
visitation program, Sunday and mid-week services. During 
that summer Milo again dated Velma Venier. The spark of 
romance, which was kindled in the YPCU at Pioneer, was 
reignited. They began dating regularly during the summer. 
When school began in the fall of 1938, the new church, 
named Highland Bethel Mennonite Church, asked Milo to 
continue as their pastor. It meant commuting on week-ends, 
but it also meant seeing Velma much more often. The small 
salary which he received from the church was used for ex­
penses and helped to pay his tuition at Taylor. 
Reflecting on his student days at Taylor, Milo said, "I 
believe the greatest impact and benefit came through ac­
quaintance and involvement with good and great people. 
Some were my teachers and some were my fellow students. I 
hesitate to mention faculty names for fear of recalling some 
and unfairly omitting others. But I greatly respect and ap­
preciate my professors. 
"I will mention some student names, however, for it was 
my good fortune to be a member of a great class. Our spon­
sor was Professor Raymond Kreiner and I was elected presi-
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dent for the Senior year. Many of our class have become 
leaders in Christian service, as representatives of the varied 
ministries of the church world-wide. Dr. Ted Engstrom, 
president of World Vision; Dr. Samuel Wolgemuth, long­
time president of Youth for Christ, International; Dr. John 
Hershey, retired from a long term as president of Milton 
Hershey Schools—and a whole host of others are among 
those whom God has greatly used in education, evangelism, 
and the pastorate. Many entered the field of teaching in the 
public schools and still others became leaders in business 
and industry—almost all with a strong Christian influence." 
After graduation from Taylor in the summer of 1939, in 
which he was granted his degree magna cum laude, he con­
tinued as pastor in the Fort Wayne church. On July 30, 
Milo and Velma were married at the Mennonite church in 
Pioneer, Ohio. Pastor Harold Fraker officiated. The newly-
weds settled into an apartment near the Ft. Wayne church 
and continued to pastor the flock until the summer of 1940. 
The work at Highland Bethel Church was rewarding and 
challenging. The young couple saw the church grow. 
Almost every week there was a definite increase in atten­
dance and many came to accept the Lord Jesus Christ as 
Savior. The congregation loved their young pastor and his 
wife, and the year of church planting proved to be rich and 
fruitful. But, the urge for more study and preparation he 
considered necessary, began to grip Milo's heart. In the sum­
mer of 1940, he told the young congregation about his plans 
to enroll in graduate school at the Biblical Seminary in New 
York. 
For the next three years, Milo carried a hectic load of 
classes, earning a master's degree and completing the 
residence requirements for a doctorate. His fields were 
philosophy and higher education administration. In the 
meanwhile, he spoke at every opportunity, filling the pulpit 
of a large church for several months and working in a rescue 
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mission. Velma assisted in all these ministries, besides 
teaching in the public school's release time for religious 
education program. He tried to combine his educational 
studies with practical training. His exposure to different 
ideas about the Word of God only reinforced his fundamen­
tal belief in the inspiration of the Scriptures, which he has 
continued to hold since his early childhood. 
"Milo, I've come to offer you a challenge," the president 
of Taylor University said as he sat comfortably in the 
Rediger's small New York apartment. His visit was a sur­
prise but Velma and Milo were overwhelmed to have the 
dignitary come all the way from Upland to visit with them. 
"Challenges never scare me," Milo answered with a smile. 
"I am impressed with your record while you were a stu­
dent at Taylor and we're certainly happy about your conti­
nuing education. We believe you would make a needed con­
tribution to our faculty when you finish your work here," 
the administrator continued. 
Milo and Velma were elated. While the challenge was not 
a firm offer, just the thoughts of returning to Taylor 
brought a thrill to the young couple. The two years Milo 
had spent in Upland were delightful. He had learned to love 
the country atmosphere of the campus, as well as the 
students and faculty. 
They discussed several programs which were needed on 
the Taylor campus and looked at Milo's schedule to deter­
mine if those classes could be taken during his time at NYU. 
The three covenanted together to pray about the opportuni­
ty before parting. 
"Is this what God wants with my life?" Milo wondered. 
He had always enjoyed preaching in evangelistic services 
and had cherished the two years spent as a pastor in Fort 
Wayne. But, this was a new direction. God had certainly 
given him a strong interest in education. Maybe He was 
leading toward a teaching profession. Or, could he combine 
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the two, preaching and teaching, as God's perfect will for his 
life? He did not have an immediate answer. Instead, he must 









From the moment Milo and Velma moved back to 
Upland, Indiana, they knew instinctively that Taylor 
University was their home. For the first two years, Milo 
busied himself with a full-time teaching load and also acted 
as the director of the student personnel services program, 
which was the forerunner to the present Office of Student 
Development. He enjoyed his classes immensely and loved 
the opportunity to work so closely with all the students. 
As Milo was to begin his third year of teaching in 1945, a 
new president was elected by the board of trustees. Milo was 
selected to serve as Dean of the University. This new posi­
tion was a splendid opportunity to put into practice many of 
the things he had learned in graduate school at NYU. 
Milo's goal was to lead Taylor from an academic level of 
good quality to excellence, and to an equal quality of 
spiritual vitality. As a student, according to the official 
university history, he and other students had sometimes 
sensed a tendency to indoctrinate; he wanted a climate of 
free and open pursuit of truth. 
The Student Council's role primarily had been to promote 
social functions. As dean, Dr. Rediger pushed for its expan­
sion into academic affairs, student conduct and campus 
events. By 1947, the Student Council had become a govern-
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mental body with a written constitution, and in 1955 stu­
dent judiciary representatives participated in policy enforce­
ment for the first time. 
At the same time, Milo led the faculty in the improve­
ment of academic standards and broadened cultural oppor­
tunities. He brought speakers on civic and social issues to 
the campus in addition to the traditional religious 
spokesmen. 
The single most important development in the improve­
ment of Taylor's academic program was the acquiring of 
regional accreditation by the North Central Association of 
Colleges and Secondary Schools in 1947. Then President 
Clyde W. Meredith and Dean Rediger defended the applica­
tion for association membership at the March 26, 1947, 
meeting of the organization's board of examiners in 
Chicago. Within minutes after the climactic hearing, the 
board granted the school full accreditation. The joyous 
Taylor administrators immediately called the anxiously 
waiting faculty and students in Upland. Shortly thereafter, 
the Administration Building tower bells rang out the 
celebration with unusually loud pealing across the campus. 
The new innovations which Milo brought to the office of 
Dean met resistance. Some officials were not yet ready to ac­
cept the concept of broader student participation and Milo 
felt increasingly that he lacked freedom to administer 
academic programs necessary to a liberal arts education. 
Never one to compromise his principles, he resigned as dean 
and later accepted an offer to become Dean of the College, 
University of Dubuque in Iowa. 
"Milo, we want you to come back to Taylor," an official 
college spokesman told him, after breaking the news that a 
new president had been elected at the school. 
"I appreciate your offer, but there is no way I can break 
my contract with Dubuque," he answered. "I'll have to com­
plete the remainder of the year before I could return." 
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"But, we need you now!" 
"Maybe I could help through periodic meetings with a 
committee of the board and faculty," Milo offered. "I would 
be glad to meet the committee in Chicago, which is about 
half-way between us, and together we could maintain the 
academic policies and operations at Taylor." 
The plan seemed good to both of the men and was readily 
adopted by the trustees. For nearly a year, Milo led the com­
mittee in drafting policies at Taylor, even though he main­
tained his full position as Dean at Dubuque. In 1952, he 
returned to Taylor to resume the office of the Dean. 
The 1950's brought an increased enrollment to Taylor, 
partly by the new accreditation and also by the swelling tide 
of servicemen who were taking advantage of the GI Bill of 
Rights for their education. Dean Rediger worked closely 
with President Evan Bergwall as they studied and developed 
an "academic blueprint" for the school. The faculty was 
strengthened, the curriculum was reorganized and some at­
tention was given to plant development needs. 
In 1956, Milo had the distinctive honor of conferring a 
college degree upon his wife, Velma. Although she had 
taken courses for two years at Fort Wayne College, her 
educational career was interrupted by the birth of Nelson 
Eugene, born in 1944 and Wesley Arnold, born in 1946. 
After the boys got established in elementary school, Velma 
resumed her work toward a bachelor's degree. Later, she 
was awarded a master's degree from Ball State University 
and taught in the Jefferson Township Schools for five years 
and then eighteen years in the Marion (Indiana) City 
Schools. 
Another new President began his duties at Taylor in 
1960. Shortly after his inauguration, on Saturday morning, 
January 16, the Administration Building, called Old Main 
and built in 1893, was totally destroyed by fire. The new 
President saw an opportunity to promote an effort to 
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relocate the university, first in Fort Myers, Florida and 
finally in Fort Wayne, Indiana. Even when the board of 
trustees no longer approved the move, the new president 
became more adamant in his position. In the meanwhile, 
several positive factors were developing in the Upland area. 
An interstate highway connecting Indianapolis and all 
points north into Michigan was built within two miles of the 
campus, making the campus easily accessible from major 
areas. Several other improvements were noticeable in the 
Upland area. Finally, in 1965, the board of trustees accepted 
the resignation of the president and appointed Milo as ac­
ting president. 
This was the second time that Milo had served as acting 
president. In 1959 after Evan Bergwall's resignation, the 
trustees named Milo to the position. He refused to take the 
position permanently, saying he wasn't ready. "I'd rather be 
a good dean than a mediocre president," he explained. How­
ever, in 1965 he accepted the trustees unanimous call to the 
presidency. 
The trustees asked Milo to lead in planning the 
university's future at the Upland campus. With the help of 
the A. E. Knowlton Construction Company, the involve­
ment of several trustees and staff, a ten-year expansion and 
development plan was dreamed and then drawn on paper. A 
team-leadership pattern was established, and in less than 
five years, student enrollment was increased from 850 to 
more than 1,400. The faculty also increased proportionate­
ly. Five major buildings, extending the campus across the 
160-acre former farm, made the growth possible. The bless­
ing of God became more and more evident. 
The Rediger's sons, Nelson and Wesley both enrolled at 
Taylor, Nelson in 1962 and Wesley in 1964. Later, both of 
them married Taylor students, making the entire Rediger 
family alumni of the university. 
Part of the overall building plans included a permanent 
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President's home on the campus. Milo and Velma were ask­
ed to help develop the plans and they chose a location which 
provided privacy but was not isolated. The house was plann­
ed to provide for family living and university entertainment 
without each interfering with the other. The Presidents 
Place, as it was commonly known, served as the organizing 
center of the 1965-75 Taylor development program. It was 
more than paid for by a private donation of a guest-friend 
who celebrated his eightieth birthday dinner in the dining 
room of the house during the first year it was occupied. 
The home was built in a grove of trees at one corner of the 
campus. By careful landscaping, the beautiful trees were 
spared, and, when finished, it became a showplace of lawns, 
roses, ravines and acres of colorful wild flowers. It is in close 
proximity to the rest of the campus. Cross-country runners 
run through the area, the football field is just behind the 
house, the girl's field-hockey team plays within view of the 
kitchen window, and occasionally there is fishing in the 
front-yard pond. Yet, it remained private for the Rediger 
family and accessible to all through the "open-door policy" 
the Redigers adopted toward the university. 
The "house in the trees" was truly a home for the presi­
dent's family. Functionally, it served well as a family 
residence, while at the same time it provided adequately for 
the university entertainment, for faculty, students, and off-
campus guests. It was formally dedicated to the service of 
God in a ceremony that was attended by faculty members 
and community representatives. The whole area, campus 
and beyond, was aware of the intent and purpose as the 
family moved in. 
Open house opportunities were scheduled for all in­
terested groups—the builders, the trustees, the Upland, 
Marion, and Hartford City communities, the faculty, the 
students, and the Homecoming crowd of alumni and 
parents. More than three thousand people visited the house 
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during the first three months of occupancy. 
Throughout the year there were occasions for faculty and 
staff members to enjoy the house and the fellowship in 
receptions of various kinds. And students also met 
distinguished guests like Van Cliburn, Jerome Hines, Rober­
ta Peters, and others who gave concerts in the artist series. 
Other guests included Catherine Marshall, her husband 
Leonard LeSourd, Stanley and Dorothy Kresge, Dr. Harold 
Ockenga, Mr. Charles Colson, Indiana Governor and Mrs. 
Edgar Whitcombe, the Honorable Mr. Washington Okumu, 
and Senator Harold Hughes. The importance of mentioning 
these names is to show the splendid opportunity students 
and faculty have to meet and fellowship with these people. 
Thus, the house became a very meaningful part of the 
educational experiences Taylor makes available to the com­
munity. 
The unique house is in a setting which allows outdoor 
group activities such as lawn picnics for faculty and staff, 
and coffee hours for graduating seniors. Various formats for 
social fellowship were used from year to year, some outside, 
some inside the house. In 1970-71 a monthly birthday party 
featured all faculty and staff members whose birthdays fell 
in that month. All other faculty and staff were invited to 
come and greet the "birthday people." Holiday open house, 
with luminaries lining the circular drive, appealed to both 
faculty and students. 
Birthday dinners for Taylor donors like Glenn Wall and 
Mary English brought the house dining room and the 
development program of the university together. Alumni 
and church groups were entertained in the living room when 
their reasons for meeting were Taylor-related. The Redigers 
do not suggest that such institutional use of the house is a 
model for the future; they only reported that it seemed to be 
right for Taylor in the sixties and seventies, and that God 
added His rich blessing to those activities. 
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"You don't really expect students to walk this far between 
buildings do you?" one of the faculty members asked as they 
strolled across the rolling pasture between the library and 
the present site of Wengatz Hall. 
"I sure do," answered the new president. "Someday we'll 
have so many students we'll have to erect buildings all over 
this pasture." 
The entourage, including most of the students and facul­
ty, were walking to the site for a ground-breaking ceremony. 
It was April 26,1965, and, at the time it did seem like a very 
long walk across some sixty acres of open field. 
A farm wagon was the platform for the brief program in 
which Dr. Rediger shared the dreams of the administration 
and the reasons for opening the new South Campus. When 
the group dispersed after the ceremony, there were mixed 
emotions of excitement and skepticism in the minds of 
many. 
On May 10, the big machinery of the Knowlton Com­
pany's site-preparation equipment began to roar back and 
forth along the 300-foot length of Wengatz Hall. Very few 
associated with the school, except the Knowlton people and 
Milo, believed that the dormitory would be finished by 
September 5 and be occupied by 290 men. Even he, the new 
president, had moments of doubt in the early summer. 
However, the new students had already been accepted by 
the university on the premise that the building would be 
ready. Dr. Rediger worked daily with Mr. Knowlton's ex­
pediter to keep all the sub-contractors moving in chorus. 
"It was only through God's divine blessing that we were 
able to finish the building in time for the men to move in on 
September 5," he said, looking back over the years. 
Before Wengatz Hall was completed, work was begun on 
East Hall, now known as Olson Hall to memorialize Pro­
fessor Grace Olson. This new building was completed in 
time to add 290 more women to the student body in 
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1966. Two other new residences were added, South and 
English Halls, in 1970 and 1974, to accomodate the women 
who had lived in the "condemned" Magee-Campbell 
Wisconsin building. Even though the women loved the old 
MCW building, it was "only God's mercy and protection 
that spared us tragedy during the last years of its occupancy, 
when its deterioration made it a fire hazard." 
As Olson Hall was being completed, construction began 
on the Reade Liberal Arts Center, with its classrooms, facul­
ty offices, and Study Resources Center. It was dedicated as 
part of the Commencement program in 1966. The next two 
years saw the Science Center brought to completion. Then 
in 1970, South Hall was occupied, followed by the opening 
of the Dining Commons in January, 1971. 
During the time of these capital improvements, the "dome 
cafeteria" was converted into a functional and attractive 
student union and activities center. Also, the old Music 
building was restored after a fire to become the art and 
theater center. An attractive administration building was 
developed and finished through a generous contribution by 
Mr. and Mrs. Ferdinand Freimuth of Fort Wayne. 
In the hectic pace of climbing enrollments and capital im­
provements, academic quality was carefully maintained. All 
students were in the upper half of their high school 
graduating classes and nearly three-fourths were in the up­
per twenty-five percent. SAT scores usually fell in the 
500-1,000 range. The faculty, numbering about seventy-five 
full-time and several part-time, is of high quality, both per­
sonally and as measured by preparation in their disciplines. 
In 1975, when the ten-year development program was be­
ing completed, he proposed that the board find a successor. 
He had spent nearly thirty-five years at Taylor and served 
longer in combined administration than any one in the 135 
year history of the university. When a new president was in­
stalled, he became Chancellor, but was again called on in 
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1979 to resume the office of the presidency. In July, 1981, 
he was voted President-Emeritus by the Board of Trustees 
when the youngest president in Taylor's history was install­
ed, Dr. Gregg Lehman. 
For more than thirty-eight years, Taylor has been Milo's 
life. He is, in the words of the official university history the 
single most influential person at Taylor since 1943. 
"Taylor is my book, my poem, my song," he once declared 
in an address as he modestly lamented his inability to excel 
in such personal interests as writing, composing and singing. 
Still, he is a happy, fulfilled man. He has learned that God 
can use anyone who is open to His leadership. He can even 
take a shy, farm boy and make him a university president. 
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The Milo Rediger family in 1965: With Milo and Velma are sons 
Nelson and Wesley. 
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A 1982 picture of the Milo Rediger family: (I to r) Beth, April, 3, Nelson, 




Dr. Milo Rediger has now enjoyed forty wonderful years 
of teaching, counseling, and administrative work. Two of 
these years were spent at New York University, two at the 
University of Dubuque, Iowa (on leave from Taylor), and 
thirty-six years at Taylor University. 
The long-planned, and even anticipated shift in gears 
from college president to president emeritus was successfully 
executed and Dr. Rediger shares his moment of very real 
revelation: 
"On June 30, 1981, at about 10:30 P.M., I went to bed, 
still president of Taylor University; I awoke the next morn­
ing as president emeritus. That's a sudden change at mid­
night! I confess to a strange sensation at six-thirty on the 
morning of July 1." 
Mrs. Rediger retired from the teaching profession in 1979 
having taught twenty-three years in the public school 
system—five years in the Jefferson Township Schools and 
eighteen years in the Marion Community Schools. 
Therefore, the Redigers were not unprepared for the 
change. Retaining their Upland residence as home-base, 
plans had been made to be away about half of the time for 
the next eight months. During this time they enjoyed travel­
ing across the U.S.A., from California to Florida, and to 
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Canada. Also being "in and out from home" during this 
period allowed the president emeritus to keep up with ac­
tivities of the twelve-plus boards and committees with which 
he is associated. These include his church, on both the local 
and conference-wide levels, various missionary, educational 
and civic channels of service, all of which provide oppor­
tunities for continued ministry. 
Dr. Rediger's largest single involvement currently is with 
Prison Fellowship, the international ministry founded 
several years ago by Charles Colson. Serving as chairman of 
Prison Fellowship's Indiana Task Force, Dr. Rediger shares 
some insight into this work. 
"The main thrust of Prison Fellowship is evangelistic and 
pastoral, inside prison walls. However, it soon became evi­
dent that it is equally important to address the crucial pro­
blems of prisons and prisoners by way of reform in the 
criminal justice system. This is especially true of several 
states, of which Indiana is one. 
"So my involvement, at Chuck Colson's request, is with 
criminal justice reform in my own state. Our objective is to 
reduce the rate of increase in prison population by providing 
alternative punishments for petty felons through Communi­
ty Corrections. Up to thirty-five percent of present prison 
populations in Indiana are people who are not dangerous to 
society and whose crimes were not in any way violent. 
"This is not to say that petty felons should go unpunished. 
But prison cells should be reserved for dangerous people, 
and others should be punished "redemptively" through work 
release, restitution to victims, and community service." 
Keeping busy in educational and service-type vocations 
has become a Rediger family affair. Their older son, Nelson, 
works with Christian Haven Homes as Director of Develop­
ment. Christian Haven provides a home for unfortunate 
boys on three campuses, two near Wheatfield and one near 
Muncie, all in Indiana. 
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Wesley, who is three years younger than Nelson, lives in 
Harrisonburg, Virginia where he serves as Dean of Students 
(Director of Student Life) at Eastern Mennonite College, a 
liberal arts institution related to the Mennonite Church. 
The education of both boys was broadened and enriched 
by a vacation travel plan which the family followed through 
the years. Starting when the boys were three years of age 
and continuing through their nineteenth years, vacation 
time and money were set aside to travel for the boys to ex­
plore America. By the time they reached nineteen years of 
age, they had been in all forty-eight mainland states, twice 
into Old Mexico and in three provinces of Canada. 
And Dr. Rediger states, "We are still doing 'family 
things' together. We live miles apart but we occasionally 
travel and spend time together in vacation resort areas 
where we can relax, reflect, and communicate. This is 
especially enjoyable since there are now (1982) four grand­
children ranging in ages from seven to three." 
Nelson married Elizabeth Stebbins from New York and 
they have two children, Erin, five, and April, three. Wesley 
married JoAnn Kinghorn from Minnesota's twin cities area 
and their children are Andrea, seven, and our one grandson, 
James, who is four. 
Dr. and Mrs. Rediger have travelled abroad both for 
leisure and for ministry. As invited delegates the University 
president and his wife attended the Congress on World 
Evangelization held in Luzanne, Switzerland in 1974. 
Another memorable trip took him to Seoul, Korea for a 
meeting of I.A.U.P. (International Association of University 
Presidents) and on to Taichung, Taiwan for three weeks of 
teaching ministry. 
At Taichung, several mission boards co-sponsored a 
seminar on the campus of the Oriental Missionary Society. 
Dr. Rediger taught Old Testament Literature to a class of 
sixty-five Taiwanese and Chinese pastors. For a term of 
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three weeks he taught the course through an interpreter. 
As Chairman of the Board of the Congo Inland Mission, 
Taylor's president toured various mission points on the 
African Continent with a group of missions-oriented people 
led by Dr. Emory Ross, veteran missionary to Africa. 
"The problem of recognition was initiated through an ex­
perience which was both weird and exciting for the entire 
family. In 1974-75, during the process of planning the re­
construction of Maytag Gymnasium into a chapel-
auditorium, I had noticed that the board of trustees held 
several executive sessions from which all staff members, in­
cluding the president, were excused. 
"Following one of them, the chairman, Dr. Lester Gerig, 
asked me to hold a certain date on my calendar, and re­
quested that Mrs. Rediger arrange to have that day off from 
school. He and Mrs. Gerig would call for us at 9:30 a.m., 
and we would go somewhere together. 
"For the Gerigs and us to do something together was not 
unusual—we had gone many places in each other's com­
pany. What was weird was our not knowing anything about 
where or why. During the interim, I often wanted to ask 
about that reserved date, but after all, he was chairman of 
the board. So both my wife and I kept the day free, and 
when it came, we didn't know how to dress—whether 
casually for a picnic for formally for a ball! We settled for a 
moderate compromise and waited for the door chimes. 
"The Gerigs called for us and we drove the half-mile to 
Maytag Gymnasium—and arrived just in time for chapel. 
The lights were low as we entered and we were ushered to 
the platform without seeing clearly the setting or the au­
dience. 
"When the lights were turned up, we saw directly before 
us, on the front row, our two sons and their wives, one cou­
ple from Muncie, Indiana and the other from Orangeburg, 
South Carolina. Then with Dr. Gerig and Dr. Samuel 
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Wolgemuth in charge, a citation was read and the naming of 
the proposed chapel-auditorium was officially announced. 
Reconstruction was completed in 1976." 
Since then there has been a "bumper to bumper" schedule 
of events in the Rediger Chapel. Even though it had been a 
gymnasium for forty-five years, it is the one place on cam­
pus where most of the significant experiences, many of them 
life-changing, occurred in the lives of literally thousands of 
people. Interspersed with the schedule of sports events ap­
propriate to a gymnasium, were chapel services, spiritual 
emphasis weeks, and youth conferences. People of all ages 
and from many places revere the spot because of the "turns" 
in their lives that happened there. It is undoubtedly ap­
propriate that it is now a chapel where the spiritual life of 
the university community centers. 
"All praise be to God and many thanks to my family for 
the life and ministry represented in these pages," declares 
the emminent educator. 
"Late in my life God taught me about praise through an 
experience I have not often had," he relates. "A number of 
recognition events, banquets, and receptions (some with 
presentations of plaques, etc.) were being held in my honor 
over a period of weeks, celebrating our years at Taylor 
University. About midway I felt I couldn't handle any more. 
I knew how unworthy I was of any glory, and the adulation 
made me miserable. I felt rebellion in my heart and would 
have cancelled any remaining events. 
"Then, one day I arrived for a committee meeting in the 
Braden room a few minutes ahead of other guests. A Living 
Bible lay on a coffee table. I picked it up and it literally open­
ed itself to Proverbs 27. My eyes fell on verse 21, and I read, 
'The purity of silver and gold can be tested in a crucible, but 
a man is tested by his reaction to men's praise.' 
"My reaction had been to resist it because I knew I didn't 
deserve it. But the Spirit seemed to say, Milo, your focus 
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should be on God, not on yourself, either positive or 
negative. Both you and I know you don't deserve it, but if 
God has been able to bless people because of, or through, or 
even in spite of you, let them express their praise, and 
together, they and you, are honoring Him. 
"Thereafter it was a joy to share with others in the rejoic­
ing over what God has done at Taylor University. Most of 
all, our joy is in the lives of so many who are now serving 
God and His church around the world. 
"We would encourage those who are now carrying the 
responsibility of leadership, and challenge those who, like 
us, have 'retired' to other forms of service, to continue in the 
spirit and power of the life of simple faith. 
And Dr. Rediger asserts, "God is 'still working on us.' As I 
reflect on the course of our life, I see that what Paul said in I 
Corinthians 4:7 is true. The clay pot is very much in 
evidence—my self, my weakness, my sin. But so also is 
God's power evident—the power is obviously not ours, but 
the result of God's life in us. And I see that He redeemed us 
then in order to live His life in us now. So now, when I give 
my testimony, I do so under the caption, 'The Pot and the 
Power.'" 
Out of the wisdom gained from years of experience, Dr. 
Rediger encouragingly shares: "There are long stretches of 
steady plodding, almost routine day-in-day-out doing the 
work He has assigned. But the course of our life is determin­
ed by the 'turns' of smaller or greater degree. A slight turn 
now means a great distance of difference years later. 
"There are many such turns in the past, from elementary 
school through a college presidency. Some of them are ex­
periences which, if reported, would be misunderstood by 
others—sometimes not explainable even by ourselves. I 
referred to one such 'turn' in the experience through which I 
learned to cope with the praise of men. The 'Bible-falling-
open-at-the-right-place' technique had always been suspect 
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in my mind. However, this one time it worked for me in a 
manner that addressed a current crucial problem." 
Another such "turn" was experienced even more recently, 
as he further shares: 
"Yes, God is still 'working on me.' Not more than a week 
ago (October, 1982), I dreamed something I couldn't 
shake—it keeps coming back persistently in application to 
my daily life. Dreams I had sometimes enjoyed and 
sometimes feared, but they were always ephemeral and were 
not to be taken seriously. But, again, this one time may for 
me be different. 
"The dream was in the setting of an administrative 
cabinet meeting, over which I have presided so many times 
through the years. We were discussing current problems of 
the university, as administrative leadership teams always 
have to do. We were prayerfully and sincerely grappling 
with the issues as we saw them, and finally, one member of 
the team looked in my direction and said three words, 'not 
enough tears.' These are the words that have stayed with 
me since the dream." 
Reflecting on the impact of that dream, Dr. Rediger con­
cludes, "I had always believed that much prayer, heart-
searching and intercessory prayer, was fundamental to 
leadership in a Christian organization, and was committed 
to the faith that the presence and power of God were crucial 
to success. Still, these words said to me that perhaps I had 
not been sincere enough, not committed enough, not pray­
ing and believing sufficiently for the present needs of the in­
stitution. Perhaps 'more tears' would be the evidence of 
deeper commitment and stronger faith, provided they were 
genuine tears produced by a spiritual burden for a lost 
world. 
"It reminded me of a recent experience when in a meeting 
of the National Association of Evangelicals a great man of 
God, and a close, personal friend of mine, led us in a very 
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short prayer. His words were, 'Lord, take the world out of 
my heart, and keep it on my heart.' I am confident that the 
impact of this dream relates significantly to the rest of my 
life—in faith, in commitment, in service." 
Words of personal testimony and a firm resolution of per­
sonal commitment. These continue to be the trademarks of 
character in the Lord's choicest servants. 
Dr. Rediger adds, "And this testimony would be in­
complete, as would also the book be unfinished, without a 
special expression of appreciation for the truly heroic part 
my wife, Velma, has had in this entire story. Completing her 
own education after assuming the roles of wife and mother, 
she made herself a partner in the education enterprise. Com­
bining the function of campus hostess with teaching fifth-
graders in the public schools served to keep the various 
levels of formal education appropriately related to each 
other in our home. 
"As our two sons graduated from the university and also 
entered the teaching profession, many a family dinner hour 
included conversation not unlike the discussions in a typical 
faculty meeting. For a number of years, education was for 
the Redigers truly a family affair. 
"Students, faculty, and staff of the university were always 
welcome and often present in our home. The entertaining 
role of the dean's and president's wife was neatly integrated 
with her own career in another area of the same profession. 
Many of the good things we experienced as part of our in­
volvement in the Taylor community were as much or more 
her doing as they were mine. 
"And there were times when, performing separately, my 
extra-Taylor ministries would not have been possible 
without her part in 'holding the fort.' As a missions official, I 
was able to spend a summer in Africa, but only because my 
wife was willing to stay at home, with the boys and with 'the 
stuff.' Again, the summer in Southeast Asia, visiting mis-
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sions and teaching pastors, would have been impossible but 
for the same commitment on her part. These were difficult 
times of separation, and other experiences of overseas travel 
together were more pleasant. 
"I must also express my deep gratitude to God and to my 
family for the fact that our two sons are, in their individual 
ways, 'following in the footsteps.' Their work is ministry as 
well as occupational. 
"Nelson left very successful public school teaching to 
assume responsibility for unfortunate boys in homes and 
schools where orphans and juvenile offenders are cared for 
as wards of the state or by private agencies. In a recent 
report to the board of directors of Christian Haven Homes, 
he listed the calls, contacts, and conversations involved in 
establishing a Prayer Partner Plan in the churches of the 
area around the Homes. His philosophy was expressed in 
the challenge of dual discipleship—being a disciple of Jesus 
Christ and making disciples for Jesus Christ. 
"His brother, Wesley, has for the past seven years been in­
volved in the administration of a student life and services 
program at Eastern Mennonite College in Virginia. For me 
this is, of course, reminiscent of my own first years at 
Taylor. One of our great joys as father and son has been 
wrestling together with issues of philosophy and problems of 
practice in the administration of a Christian college. I am 
thrilled when I see how God is leading and working in his 
life as he subjects his own interests to the concerns and the 
welfare of the total institution. He implements better than I 
have been able to the slogan, 'The students are what the col­
lege exists for.' 
"So it seems that the boys caught the spirit of the life their 
mother and father lived during the years when they and the 
university were so intertwined that separating the parts 
made no sense. Those times when calls came from Taylor 
Clubs scattered from New York to California and from 
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Michigan to Florida, were occasions when the boys saw me 
leave home at three on a Friday afternoon, call for Mrs. 
Rediger at the back door of her school complex, drive to the 
airport and share with a group of Taylor friends that even­
ing, visit another club on Saturday night and preach in a 
near-by church on Sunday morning. We would drive home 
Sunday afternoon, from Cleveland, Cincinnati, Detroit, or 
Chicago—provided we didn't get snowbound, as we some­
times did. 
"We and our sons have shared and lived this commit­
ment, imperfectly to be sure, but with joy and faith and love 
and hope." 
In his present role as president emeritus of Taylor Univer­
sity, Dr. Rediger receives no salary from the school but an 
office is maintained for him in the administrative complex. 
And although he confesses he does not actively engage in 
"hobbies as such," he enjoys projects such as landscaping 
and drawing house plans. However, reading and writing are 
perhaps his priority preference for leisure time. 
Dr. Rediger continues to serve his church and community 
and to enjoy a world-wide ministry through the various 
boards on which he serves. These include The Board of 
Elders, Evangelical Mennonite Conference; Director of 
Pastorial Internships, E.M.C.; Board of Deacons, Upland, 
Indiana Evangelical Mennonite Church; Grant County Ex­
tension Board of Directors; Grant County Development 
Committee; Marion General Hospital Board of Directors; 
Grant County United Way Board of Directors; Board of 
Directors, Marion Easter Pageant; Board of Directors, 
Marion Philharmonic Orchestra; Grant County Y.M.C.A. 
Board of Trustees; Board of Directors, Christian Haven 
Homes; Board of Directors, Bibles For The World and 
Chairman, Prison Fellowship, International's, Indiana Task 
Force. Dr. Rediger is also recognized as a leader among 
Christian colleges, having been a co-founder and leader of 
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the Christian College Consortium. 
Dr. Rediger also serves on the Speakers Rostrum for the 
International Ashram Society, an organization founded by 
E. Stanley Jones, which plans and conducts Bible con­
ferences and retreats for Christians around the world. 
This epilogue would not be complete without mentioning, 
at least a few of the awards given to this respected Christian 
educator, in recognition of outstanding and faithful service. 
Reluctant to share these facts in his life, Dr. Rediger quoted 
Dr. Frank Laubach who said, concerning earthly awards: 
"When I stand before Christ, He isn't going to ask to see my 
awards; He will want to see my scars." 
Besides numerous others, Dr. Rediger has received the 
highest award given by the state of Indiana. Appointed 
"Sagamore of the Wabash," by Governor Otis R. Bowen, 
the governor stated, "I do this in recognition of unselfish 
dedication and service to fellow Hoosiers and the State of 
Indiana." 
The president emeritus was the first recipient of the 
Taylor University Legion of Honor Award which has been 
given to only two other men, Dr. Harold Ockenga and Dr. 
Ted Engstrom. 
The Marion Exchange Club awarded Dr. Rediger the 
Book of Golden Deeds Award; He received the Marion 
Chamber of Commerce Award For Excellence on his 30th 
anniversary at Taylor, and has also received the Religious 
Heritage of America Outstanding Community Leadership 
Award. 
Dr. Milo Rediger is listed in Who's Who In America; 
Who's Who In American Education and in the National 
Directory of Outstanding Community Leaders. 
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My own epilogue in rhyme—Milo Rediger 
The Turns in the Course of My Life 
I walked in my father's footsteps; 
And followed each turn in the way; 
We criss-crossed the fields and the meadows— 
In the work of a long farm day. 
There were paths to the barn and paths to the woods; 
And none of the ways were straight; 
There were crooks and curves and right-angle turns— 
We followed them, early and late. 
My father had reasons for marking them out; 
Go, bring up the cows," or, "go, feed the stock;" 
No grass grew on those paths; they were always in use; 
We fed and we milked; we worked "round the clock." 
Then paths extended beyond the farm land, 
And reached into lands far and near. 
How I hoped they'd be straight and easy to tread-
That life would be simple and clear. 
But my practice in following after my Dad, 
Was a lesson in following God; 
He put turns in the course of my daily life— 
In the spiritual path that I trod. 
There were college and travel, and calls to obey; 
There was preaching, and teaching, and such; 
Many tasks were just small and even routine, 
And some didn't seem to count much. 
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Then I learned that the turns in the course of my life 
Were the places that really did count; 
It was not just the distance I went on each road— 
But the obstacles I had to surmount. 
Decisions at crossroads were crucial at times; 
Directions from turns in the road; 
But my Father was there to point out the way, 
And to carry His share of the load. 
The turns didn't seem so important at times, 
But letting God lead was at stake; 
Then, looking back, it was easy to see, 
There WAS no other way I could take. 
One turn led to learning in books and in schools; 
Another to work in God's field; 
Then to teach and to preach and even to lead— 
And I had no choice but to yield. 
Now I'm glad that I learned as a simple farm boy 
to follow the paths set for me; 
To stay with the turns in the course of the way, 
Though the end I could not clearly see. 
In God's Holy Word the end becomes clear, 
His will in His leadings I see; 
And the fruit of my life, whatever it is, 
Centers in Him, not in me. 
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If He has been able to use me 
To bring any blessing to you; 
It's an answer to prayer, and I praise Him 
For keeping me faithful and true. 
At the turns in the road in the course of my life 
I would surely have gone the wrong way; 
But His faithfulness, mercy, and grace 
Attended me both night and day. 
So I close with a strong note of praise 
For His guidance along all life's way; 
I will love Him and serve Him forever, 




"A man may not live the belief he professes, but he will live 






From his many years of experience as a Christian, as an 
educator and college administrator, Dr. Milo Rediger has 
formed his own philosophy of education, particularly as it 
has been applied to the continuing program of growth and 
development of Taylor University. 
As each new year progressively exposed new issues, they 
were confronted and clarified in the light of this basic 
philosophy. Since it is a matter of record that continued ap­
plication of these principles has produced the largest Taylor 
community ever, Dr. Rediger's services as speaker, 
counselor and advisor have been much in demand at schools 
and various institutions of higher learning. 
In the following interview, this esteemed Christian 
educator shares from the annals of his own experience, 
knowledge and God-given wisdom, his "philosophy of 
education." 
QUESTION: In your opinion, what is the single, most 
distinctive goal of education? 
ANSWER: The answer to this question has to be to impact, 
to influence, and to guide the thinking of students because 
how they think when they leave us determines the kind of 
people they will be.* But this is a two-edged sword; it cuts 
back sharply at us who are the guides, the leaders, the pro-
*Proverbs 23:7 says "As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he." 
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grammers, yes, even the models responsible for their educa­
tional experience and growth. 
The mind is central in the educational quest for whole­
ness. It performs the dictates of the heart of which Jeremiah 
said, "The heart is deceitful above all things, and desperately 
wicked; who can know it?" (Jeremiah 7:9). 
But it can also transform us by renewal as St. Paul says in 
Romans 12:2, "Be not conformed to this world but be 
transformed by the renewing of your mind." Our conforma­
tion to the world was the result of man's fall; transformation 
to God's likeness again is the purpose of redemption; by the 
renewing of the mind—this is the aim of education. 
This should be especially true of Christian education. 
"Renewing" of the mind implies restoring it to its original 
freedom from ignorance, prejudice, incompetence and un-
creativeness. Education is really a counter-activity; it runs 
counter to the deterioration which followed the human fall 
from original wholeness. Our efforts to liberate minds from 
the effects of that fall are really a quest to restore, or return 
to, that wholeness. 
It seems to me that we weakened our own enterprise some 
years ago with our compromising substitution of "general" 
for "liberal." "Liberal" means "liberating," and "general" 
has in effect shifted the emphasis from this liberating func­
tion to some kind of a sandbox activity that everyone is 
capable of doing so that we can grant degrees as equal-
opportunity-guarantees. 
QUESTION: How does a Christian college attack the 
"renewing of the mind" process? 
ANSWER: First, by motivating. It requires energy to think 
and more energy to think rightly. Like many other facets of 
our experience, the "return" is a more laborious and gradual 
process than was the occasion that precipitated the fall. 
"Renewing" suggests the continuing present tense; that is, 
keeping on being renewed. 
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We have a tendency to be impulsive about salvation, try­
ing to preceive everything as instantaneous, sort of "over 
and done." St. Paul was quite aware of the need for con­
tinuous renewal. To the Ephesian Christians (Eph. 4:23) he 
said, "Now your attitudes and thoughts must all be con­
stantly changing for the better." Isaiah 26:3 says, "Thou wilt 
keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on thee," or 
as another version puts it, "whose thoughts turn often to the 
Lord." 
Titus 2:14 says, "He (Christ) died so that He could rescue 
us from constant falling into sin." We may have instant cof­
fee, tea, and mashed potatoes, but there is no instant educa­
tion. It is hard work, this continuous renewing of the mind. 
Second, we pursue this renewing of the mind by sharing 
truth. We work with facts and generate ideas. We uncover 
some subject matter for the students, but more importantly, 
we stimulate them to discover much more for themselves. I 
begin each new term by promising students that we are 
entering together into the exciting adventure of learning. 
Thirdly, we do it by interacting. There are personal 
dynamics in the quest for wholeness. Mark 3:14 and 15 is 
often read backwards. We are impressed by the dramatic, 
perhaps spectacular, purpose of sending out The Twelve to 
cast our demons. But this is the third, not the first reason. 
We are also impressed by His purpose of sending them out 
to preach. But this is the second, not the first reason. The 
first reason is simply "to be with Him." Often the best part 
of the educational process goes on outside the classroom 
without the lecture notes, but in the dynamics of interper­
sonal relationships in office, home, or on campus walkways. 
QUESTION: Could the term "body life" be realistic on a 
college campus? 
ANSWER: Oh yes! A Christian college is a Christian com­
munity where body life is of utmost importance. In John 
10:9 Jesus said, "Whoever comes in by me, the door, will be 
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saved and will go in and out and find green pastures." 
Professor W. E. Hocking said, "Democracy is a life that 
tries to combine a maximum of self-realization with a 
minimum of self-interest." Sounds almost like a prophet 
Micah saying, "What does God require of us but to do just­
ly, to love mercy, and to walk humbly with our God." Or 
even like Jesus saying to His foot-washed disciples, "I have 
given you an example to follow; do as I have done to you." 
How true it is that a servant is not greater than his master. 
Nor is the messenger more important that the one who 
sends him. You know these things, now do them! That is the 
path of blessing. 
QUESTION: Can academic freedom exist on a Christian 
college campus? 
ANSWER: To explore this question it is necessary to define 
some terms and establish some check-points. For example, a 
Christian college is not necessarily a community of scholars 
who see exactly alike on all points of faith and doctrine, 
even though the word "Christian" sets a definite pattern of 
thought and life and implies similarity of commitment and 
unity of spirit and goals. A remarkable degree of so-called 
difference can exist among the members of an academic 
community without interference with true Christian 
fellowship and the achievement of the goals of Christian 
higher education. 
As variety is the spice of life, so these differences, set 
within the framework of a Christian orientation, can enrich 
the educational experience of the students without 
necessitating deviation from the true meanings and in­
fluences of even the most "conservative" and "evangelical" 
Christian position. 
Again, the idea of academic freedom does not suggest, or 
even permit, a promiscuous and disintegrated conglomera­
tion of unrelated personal opinions about the universe and 
man and values. Freedom is by nature and definition a 
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disciplined way of being and doing, since it relates to the 
various disciplines of the human mind and spirit which af­
fect and direct the intellect and which shape and influence 
the soul. It would be as ridiculous to assume that academic 
freedom allows each man to go his own opinionated way 
without reference to some kind of common standard as it is 
to say that freedom permits the motorist to drive on the left 
side of the road and disregard all traffic regulations. 
When president Newton of the University of Colorado 
defended his dismissal of Gary Althen, student newspaper 
editor, he said, "Academic freedom needs protection not on­
ly from those who do not believe in it, but also from those 
who misuse it to justify irresponsible actions which en­
danger the university." 
We ought to be at least as logical in our use of the word 
"freedom" in the realm of ideas as we are in its relation to 
physical and social behavior. 
I find some Christians in education who do to the New 
Testament what the masters in Israel did to the Old, to 
Christ's law of love what these did to the Mosaic law. Then 
they "test" every individual against these external standards 
and place little red or green or yellow tags on them. It then 
becomes obligatory upon them to perpetuate the system 
through the educative process and to produce replicas of 
themselves in their graduates. 
I prefer to focus upon the worth and dignity of the in­
dividual and to provide a climate in which students may 
grow and develop in harmony with the personal examples 
and influences that generate the climate. In the words of one 
of my own most respected and exemplary professors, "Too 
often the ultra-conservative is merely a worshipper at the 
shrine of some dead progressive." 
The same atmosphere and conditions which make possi­
ble the proper development of students in the free pursuit of 
truth will create a climate of academic freedom for teachers. 
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QUESTION: How do you reconcile these differences and 
effect a positive, harmonious, teaching/learning environ­
ment? 
ANSWER: There are two elements which serve, for me at 
least, as checkpoints in this reconciliation. The first is the 
unity and integrity of truth. 
In college we do not preach God's truth in the university 
church on Sunday and then study someone else's truth 
Monday through Friday. That all truth is one is the mean­
ing of unity; that all truth is consistently interrelated is the 
meaning of integrity. God cannot be disinterested in, or un­
sympathetic to, the records of the true historian or the 
discoveries of the true scientist. Nor can history or science 
be contrary or unfaithful to God. 
There is one God and His creation is a universe. The be­
ing which He made in His own image is essentially a unified 
body-spirit combination. To be disintegrated is an unhappy 
deviation from the Creator's purpose. James said, "The 
double-minded man is unstable in all his ways." Such a man 
needs to be re-integrated, for otherwise "he cannot receive 
anything from the Lord." 
You see, the concepts of personal integrity, holiness 
which is wholeness, and proper relation to God are essential­
ly all one and the same. This is why the pursuit of truth is a 
perfectly safe exercise for the Christian, and it follows that 
academic freedom is not only possible, but is most mean­
ingful in a Christian college climate. 
The second element is the ability for, and the disposition 
toward, synthesis in the human mind, synthesis of 
knowledge and experience. The student of philosophy is 
familiar with the Hegelian concept of thesis, antithesis, and 
synthesis. In my opinion, this is a good analysis of the men­
tal functioning of the thoughtful and inquiring man. The 
process is an essential and continuous aspect of intelligent 
living. 
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Even the completed revelation of truth about God and 
man as recorded in the Bible is never completely com­
prehended or fully understood by the human mind. The 
Holy Spirit's ministry of enlightenment is necessary for even 
that degree of understanding which is essential to personal 
salvation. Vast vistas remain to be explored eternally 
thereafter. 
This capacity for synthesis (putting together individual 
parts to make the whole) is an important element in the 
possibility and propriety of academic freedom on a Christian 
college campus. It relates not only to acceptance of revealed 
truth and discovery of extra-Biblical facts, but it enables us 
to reconcile various aspects of God, man and the universe. 
In the synthesis of which the mind is capable are included 
our finiteness, respect for personality, various approaches to 
truth, the experimental attitude, the experiential apprehen­
sion of reality, faithfulness to revelation and loyalty to God. 
Thus we embrace in significant experience the realms of 
nature, of mind and of the spirit. 
It is necessary, for practical reasons, for a person or an in­
stitution to think through a rationale and declare a position. 
This provides an anchor and a frame of reference. When a 
man joins an organization, he adopts its rationale, ties to its 
anchor, and chooses to operate within its frame of reference. 
This sets broad limits, but allows flexibility, which are the 
true conditions of academic freedom. 
QUESTION: I know one of your favorite slogans is, "The 
students are what the university exists for." Would you ex­
pand on this statement, sharing your views on 
student/teacher relationships and responsibility? 
ANSWER: Yes, the university does exist for the student. 
But there would be no university if there were no teachers. 
Also, there would be no university if I and my ad­
ministrative colleagues were not present to bring students 
and teachers together in a framework which makes formal 
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education possible. So, all of us are important in this great 
enterprise. Therefore, we must beware of over-formalizing 
or impersonalizing the process in which we are engaged, 
because the entire venture relates to people. 
Students should remember that we do not necessarily 
become educated people just because we live in residence 
halls, meet in groups in classrooms, or do busy-work in 
libraries. Teachers should remember that we do not educate 
people, change their ideas and redirect their behavior, just 
because we lecture in 50-minute blocks of time or do 
research in laboratories. The business of higher education is 
to help people become teachable and really desirous of learn­
ing. 
Education in many colleges and universities is becoming 
more and more impersonal. It is standardized, mass-
produced, efficient and cold. The emphasis is on knowledge 
itself without reference to values. The student canno.t ex­
perience the personality of the teacher because they remain 
strangers to each other. The dean and the president are sym­
bols, titles with only mythical meanings. 
On the Taylor campus, education begins with a deep in­
terest in, and a respect for, the individual. Certainly one of 
our goals is to develop those individual talents which make 
us unique personal beings. But talents are wasted if a life is 
wasted. Taylor stresses the pursuit of sound values as well as 
the pursuit of knowledge. 
Those who will be graduated each year will probably not 
have integrated all elements and aspects of truth when they 
leave us. If they have mastered the beginning letters of the 
alphabet of life and living, perhaps we are fortunate. It may 
be only the A and the B, but this attaches tremendous im­
portance to our effort to do the A and the B at a high quality 
level. If the senior is inclined to take his diploma in hand and 
say to the world, "Here I come, I have my AB," he probably 
will hear the world and the rest of life answering, "Come on, 
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child; I'll teach you the rest of the alphabet." 
The Taylor faculty will try to make the liberal arts and 
sciences as understandable as possible, but this can only be 
an effective counterpart of the student's own effort to in­
vestigate, to learn and to understand. The faculty member 
in a Christian liberal arts college is interested in the student 
as well as in his subject. He will, of course, transmit 
knowledge, but will also open up for the student the means 
whereby he may acquire more and relate it meaningfully to 
all that he already has. 
A great deal of emphasis is placed upon acquiring 
knowledge, but basically the faculty wants the student to 
learn the techniques of knowing. They want him to know 
the basis upon which knowledge is acquired and what, after 
all, are the roots of truth and how he may acquire under­
standing and wisdom. They are interested in the facts, but 
beyond the facts they are interested in values, meanings, 
and the capacity of the student to make distinctions and to 
form discriminating judgments. 
In addition, true teachers wish to develop in their students 
a respect for authority, respect for what the mind of humans 
with the blessing of God has produced in the past. There is 
also a sense in which they wish to develop a kind of 
challenge to authority, the kind which enables the student to 
"prove all things and hold fast that which is good." They are 
interested in helping to develop in the students a capacity for 
self-control until a reasonable judgment is arrived at in the 
process of learning and experience. 
The new buildings which have appeared on the campus in 
the past few years, and which help to make the campus as 
fine as it is, reflect the thinking and planning of the universi­
ty people. The lines and pillars are a visual statement of the 
importance of balance and order. Each brick is so carefully 
related to all the others that it is a lesson in what can be 
achieved through thoughtful planning and orderly pro-
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cedure within the authority of architectural principles and 
structural techniques. It speaks quietly in stone and cement 
of the aims and goals of the university. 
QUESTION: What are your ideas concerning a working 
balance between freedom, responsibility and authority? 
ANSWER: There is much misunderstanding of the relation­
ship between freedom and responsibility, and between 
responsibility and authority. A Christian university 
acknowledges the authority of Christ as He and His ideas 
are revealed through the Scriptures. With so much 
uneasiness and uncertainty in the world, it has become com­
mon for the individual to set up his own private authority. 
He thinks he is not responsible to anyone or anything except 
himself, and this he interprets as freedom. 
As I see it, this privatism is a very serious problem among 
young people today. It is not simply a reference to 
relativistic or situational ethics; it refers rather to the in­
dividual's own kind of authoritarianism which he sets 
against any authority to which an appeal might be made, 
even if it is the authority of Scripture and of Jesus Christ. If 
a student says, "This is how I feel about it and this is what I 
believe, and if I believe this, then I am not responsible to 
rules and regulations which are set up by someone else," he 
is not really talking about freedom at all. He is simply set­
ting himself up as an authority over against all other 
authorities. 
If a person claims he has the right to feel or believe a cer­
tain way, even if it conflicts with Christian authority, I ask, 
"What are your credentials as compared with Christ's?" Ob­
viously, we cannot proceed without some authority, but 
when the choice is between the authority of Christ and that 
of the individual's private judgement, the answer for us is 
clear. 
Acknowledgement of this principle and personal adjust­
ment to it on the part of teachers, administrators, and 
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students are essential to the existence of a Christian univer­
sity. 
Desirable basic education can take place only in a climate 
of freedom within a framework of proper authority. The 
very freedoms of the university, the freeing effect of truth, 
limit every person in certain ways. Those who cherish 
freedom must be strong enough to live and act responsibly. 
Taylor stands for integrity as well as freedom. It also stands 
for mutual respect of personality and it upholds sound moral 
criteria as well as high academic standards within the 
authority of Christ and the Scriptures. Taylor fosters com­
munity government, community effort, and expects respon­
sibility from every member. 
Some colleges are neutral on values and morals. The 
Taylor program has specific goals; we believe the student 
should cherish his college and help to build it up in all ways. 
If this does not take place, the students' education is in­
complete. The admissions department of any college should 
make an honest effort to clarify institutional policies to 
every applicant, thereby screening out those who do not 
share the common goals of the community. 
QUESTION: What were your most meaningful ex­
periences as a student at Taylor? 
ANSWER: I found the meaning of personality. I discovered 
the meaning of authority. I found a sense of values. I ex­
perienced the impact of a climate generated by a community 
of good people. I learned the importance of other people in a 
community, the meaning of true freedom and the challenge 
of great opportunity. 
QUESTION: You have sometimes referred to "the 
greatness of smallness" as a characteristic of a good Chris­
tian college. Please comment on this. 
ANSWER: Many people believe in the importance of the 
small college and have been willing, in various ways, to 
make extensive investments in its survival and strength. 
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Taylor is a good example. However, this is not just a quan­
titative concept; there is no magic in small numbers. But 
some have mistakenly thought that there is magic in big 
numbers. They have tried to imitate the large multiversity 
and have attempted to be all things to all people. In these 
frantic efforts they have undermined the quality of their 
program. I believe a college can be good without being big. 
I remember when we believed that a good maximum 
number for a quality college was about 600 students. But 
then we had to reconcile our commitment to the greatness 
of smallness with what was taking place in the world as time 
moved on. Even with appropriate limitations on numbers, 
we had to learn how to grow without over-extending 
ourselves and exhausting our resources. 
My chief concern is that in and through our growth, we 
preserve the quality and the balance. We must continue to 
be personal, interested in the individual, and humane in our 
relationships with students. Caring and communication 
must continue to characterize us as we move through enroll­







QUESTION: In your position as president of Taylor you 
coined a phrase, "Leadership Through Sharing." Would you 
explain the two factors defining your purpose for this role. 
ANSWER: One is intelligent firmness and the other is con­
siderate flexibility. Both of these are necessary and impor­
tant if our goals are to be achieved, goals that are even more 
in the student's interest than they often realize. 
Intelligent firmness. In an age of rapid change, the things 
that should and must remain steady shine even brighter by 
contrast. For the average individual these include order, the 
opportunity to work, a reasonable amount of protection, a 
circle of friends, a sense of security. For the Christian the 
list expands to include faith in God, access to His Word and 
an opportunity to express that faith in service. These 
become anchor points in the institution and its program, and 
around them all change should be managed. Thus, what is 
essential remains the institution's distinctive, while its pro­
gram continues to meet the needs of students in a constantly 
changing society. 
Considerate flexibility. This quality belongs in the process 
by which we strive to reach our goals. We all arrive at cer­
tain conclusions, develop certain habits and come to certain 
convictions in the process of growth and experience. But 
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these need not be superimposed on all others; in fact, they 
must remain modifiable in relation to the conclusions, habits 
and convictions of others with whom we associate and 
work. If something worth achieving can't be done my way, 
perhaps a better way can be suggested by another. 
QUESTION: Please enlarge upon that last statement. 
What are the distinct functions of, and differences between 
management and leadership? 
ANSWER: The current overemphasis on management is 
unfortunate. Like many other things, it has been pushed to 
extremes at the expense of other equally important and even 
essential ingredients in a successful organization. Manage­
ment is not synonymous with leadership. A managerial 
philosophy falls short of much that must be included in any 
adequate philosophy of leadership. 
Management may achieve the most efficient use of 
available resources, but it does not necessarily provide the 
vision and direction that inspire the best efforts of people 
whose input is essential to the organization's program. It is 
one thing to marshall and allocate available material 
resources; it is quite another thing to challenge people to 
participate and be creative in realizing the objectives of the 
organization, thereby creating additional resources. 
One example of the difference between a managerial 
philosophy and an insight into leadership is the focus of the 
former on equality and the insistence of the latter on equity. 
The equality idea enables the manager to deal with numbers 
and formulae and equations. The leader, in order to achieve 
fairness to people, will identify and acknowledge differences 
and make adjustments accordingly. Policies are necessary, 
but they are descriptions of how we generally deal with a 
situation. But it is assumed that live administrators will app­
ly the policy principles to individual cases in the best in­
terests of the people to be served. 
In 1944 and 1945, we were making our accreditation self-
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study for the North Central Association. One of our con­
sultants for the faculty was a Father Cunningham of Notre 
Dame, a wise, elderly dean, who said, "You may write the 
best policies possible, but don't forget that your job as 
teachers and administrators is to adapt and apply those prin­
ciples to the best interests of the students you teach and 
lead." One of our manager-type administrators took excep­
tion to the doctor and insisted that we should finally get our 
policies written so well that we will never make any excep­
tions in individual cases. But of course that person did not 
stay long in the policy-formulating part of our program. 
My philosophy professor, Dr. Burt W. Ayres, made a 
point that helped me greatly. He distinguished between 
statistical and moral universals. The fact that water boils at 
212°F is probably an example of a statistical near-universal. 
A moral universal is illustrated by Proverbs 22:6—"Train 
up a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he 
will not depart from it." The thrust here is that generally this 
is true, but there are individual exceptions. 
Such are the limitations on any attempt to implement an 
egalitarian kind of equality. It is, of course, easier to 
manipulate numbers than it is to lead people, but equality is 
a far cry from equity and fairness. So it is impossible for the 
manager to be consistent in his philosophy of equality; what 
generally happens is that he finds himself equating numbers 
and manipulating people. 
In the climate of a managerial philosophy an organization 
will not necessarily die or even decrease in size; it may sur­
vive with the appearance of efficiency and "success." But its 
nature will change essentially from its character in a climate 
of leadership. It will retain its numbers of people and con­
tinue to carry out its procedures in an operational manner. 
But its people will be there for different reasons, and will be 
doing their jobs in a more or less mechanical way. The spirit 
will have gone out of the organization's personality; the 
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esprit de corps, the morale of the people will be at a low ebb. 
As St. Paul says, "The letter kills; the spirit makes alive" (II 
Cor. 3:6). In institutional terms, it is the difference between 
a living organism and a corporate corpse. 
A leader will share his vision often and keep his people in­
formed as to his hopes and plans for the enterprise of which 
they are an essential part. Since their ministries and even 
their destinies are integrally intertwined in and with it, the 
"picture" of what that organization and program will be five 
or ten years ahead is terribly important to them. Their 
motivation and their morale are greatly influenced by it, so 
the effectiveness of their service can be increased and 
enriched by the leader's sharing. In a college setting, this is 
equally important to faculty and students. 
One of the most important lessons I have learned is the 
difference between management and leadership. 
QUESTION: Taylor University has pioneered in the com­
munity concept of campus life and government. Please ex­
plain how this works. 
ANSWER: As part of our commitment to reconcile quan­
titative growth with true quality education, in the year 1944 
we set the student council in an organizational context 
which related it meaningfully to the administration. Com­
munication about significant campus issues was encourag­
ed, and contact was maintained through an elected faculty 
advisor. 
In 1946, we converted the council's status from just 
another student organization to that of executive committee 
for the entire student body. A constitution was drafted, and 
the election of the president became a student body rather 
than a senior class activity. In 1952 a faculty council was 
organized, and then a campus town meeting type of con­
ference was held monthly, with student, faculty and ad­
ministrative councils participating. 
Faculty-student committees were made responsible for 
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various areas of campus life and work. In 1955, the student 
judiciary began to function as an honor board in citizenship 
affairs. As the division of student affairs grew, the various 
aspects of student life were related to it in the same manner 
as faculty participation is related to the academic offices. In 
fact, the balance was heavily in favor of the student 
organizations, including the work of faculty advisers. 
This pattern has not always worked perfectly. The annual 
change in student officers presents the problem of continui­
ty of function or even continuity of information. Occasional 
changes in administrative offices present similar problems, 
especially if the philosophies of the incumbents vary greatly. 
But the growth of the idea has been somewhat consistent on 
this campus, and the practice of community government has 
been more or less significant each year. 
A few years ago, we established a student committee on 
academic affairs, with communication between its chairman 
and the chairman of the faculty academic affairs committee, 
the academic dean. This plan of parallel committees has 
been working, with varying degrees of satisfaction, to be 
sure, on the Taylor campus for a number of years. 
Community government is not the same as student 
representation in all affairs of the university or on all com­
mittees. It is assumed that there are benefits resulting from 
training and experience on the part of the faculty which are 
to be made available to students through sharing experience 
as a beginning for their own training and further experience. 
There are some matters for which the trustees hold the presi­
dent responsible, and in which the students are not prepared 
to participate, but most university matters are concerns of 
the whole community. Students are what the university ex­
ists for, and they are vitally concerned with many, if not 
most, of its affairs. 
The secret of student involvement in educational policy 
lies in a proper distinction between policy and administra-
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tion, between development of philosophy and theory, and 
specific cases or immediate issues which need to be resolved. 
Some things they have tried to do are of limited value, but in 
this they have had valuable educational experience. 
For example, I would not make a major decision based on 
one students' evaluation of a teacher. However, value ac­
crues from student evaluation of teachers when it is invited 
and initiated by the teachers on a voluntary basis. The stu­
dent's insistence on doing it occasionally is evidence of the 
fact that student evaluation of teachers is going on all the 
time and that, in the final analysis, it prevails. 
This is true, not because the students know more about 
teaching than do the professors, but because the educative 
process is successful only when there is a favorable learning 
response on the part of the student to the professor's 
teaching stimulus. Successful learning can no more be 
demanded than respect for oneself can be demanded; both 
must be commanded as responses to respectability and com­
petence. 
QUESTION: Would you comment on possible short range 
or long range goals of Taylor's community form of govern­
ment—perhaps the benefits or advantages. 
ANSWER: The ray of hope lies in a proper rapport between 
faculty and students, mutual respect, and a fair exchange of 
common courtesies and consideration. This is facilitated 
greatly by two factors, one internal and one external. 
The first is an honest and genuine care for each other 
within the context of our mutual educational goals. The 
other is a planned opportunity for frequent dialogue in 
larger and smaller groups, with prepared reports, panel 
discussions, and question-answer sessions relative to the 
issues that are current on campus. 
This will include discussions of policy at all levels, even 
though it may not distribute to students an equal share with 
faculty in final decision-making. In one of the best and most 
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instructive examples of this kind of cooperation, the 
students quite coyly, if not subtly, titled their part of the pro­
gram, "The swine return the pearls." 
QUESTIONS: What about rules? 
ANSWER: For a period of fifteen years or so, we were able 
to live together in this community on the basis of a relatively 
successful practice of the principles of personal honor and 
integrity. The student judiciary served to check and balance, 
and it held individuals accountable to the group. It was ex­
plained to students that Taylor had adopted certain prin­
ciples and standards, the practice of which rested upon their 
honor and integrity. 
Students enrolling at Taylor state their personal belief in, 
or willingness to abide by, these principles. The confronta­
tion, if such occurs, has to do, not with whether these prin­
ciples are right or wrong, but with the fact that he has pledg­
ed himself to live by them. 
It is assumed that the standard is accepted as good and the 
principles are considered reasonable; otherwise the student 
would have chosen a college where the standards and prin­
ciples more nearly fit his convictions. Problems do arise, of 
course, and the responsibility for order and discipline rests 
with the student development department of the faculty. 
QUESTION: Please explain the principle of dual respon­
sibility as it relates to the honor system. 
ANSWER: The principle of dual responsibility is essential 
to the successful operation of an honor system. The non­
offender now has a responsibility to himself, the campus 
society, and the offender, who has not only broken a regula­
tion but has betrayed his own integrity. Since the communi­
ty is built upon a standard in which each one has of his own 
accord professed to believe, the entire group suffers. 
In the preferred situation, the corrective measures would 
be taken by the offender. In cases where this type of integri­
ty does not exist, it becomes the obligation of the proper 
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authorities to intervene. 
This action must ensue for the sake of maintaining the 
standard as well as helping the individual become aware of 
his personal responsibility. It is the duty of the individual 
himself to act. In all cases where punative measures are 
necessary, the penalty is intended to be commensurate with 
the offense. These penalties must be derived by the group 
and held as necessary to the preservation of its standard. 
This type of personal and group integrity is not easy, but is a 
necessary element in the lives of those who would rise above 
the rule book into the rewards of Christian responsibility. 
The procedures are based upon the teachings of Christ in 
Matthew 18:15-17. Christ said, "Moreover if thy brother 
shall trespass against thee, go and tell him his fault between 
thee and him alone; if he shall hear thee, thou has gained 
thy brother. But if he will not hear thee, then take with thee 
one or two more, that in the mouth of two or three witnesses 
every word may be established." Witnesses may be student 
counselors or members of the student council or honor 
board. "And if he shall neglect to hear them, tell it unto the 
church; but if he neglect to hear the church, let him be unto 
thee as an heathen man and a publican." The church here is 
represented by the honor board, a hall director, or some 
other responsible university official. "Let him know that he 
which converteth the sinner from the error of his way shall 
save a soul from death, and shall hide a multitude of sins" 
(James 5:20). 
Not all behavior problems should receive this three-step 
treatment. Confidentiality must be respected, and the in­
terests of both the individual and the group are considered. 
Usually, major violations, called to the attention of responsi­
ble officials, are taken care of by private action. But dual 
responsibility is a built-in reality. 
The Lord said to Cain, "Where is your brother?" Cain 
replied, "I don't know. Am I my brother's keeper?" The 
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Lord's answer made explicit the fact that, in a moral 
universe, dual responsibility is as much in the nature of 
things as is individuality. Cain assumed, because when he 
murdered his brother they were alone in the field, no one 
had seen and no one would know, and that he would not be 
responsible. But God reminded Cain of the nature of the 
universe in which we live. The very ground cried out against 
his attempt to free himself from responsibility for his 
brother. 
The basic principles of an honor system come from God's 
revelation of the meaning of life and the relationships that 
exist between us and Him, and between us and others. We 
are not free to set up our own standards of conduct nor to 
decide whether we are our brother's keeper. We are not free 
to decide whether or not we favor an honor system, or 
whether the principle of dual responsibility should be includ­
ed in an honor system. These issues have all been decided 
for us, and we live in a world in which we are responsible for 
honorable conduct personally, and also for honor in the 
social group. 
There is a profession of religion that exhausts itself in 
words. James says that this kind of religion is vain. Such 
"believers" do not physically kill their brothers, but they ig­
nore their needs. They are so much taken up with the things 
of God that they have no time for the needs of man. These 
people are Cain's successors in our time. It is against such in­
fluences that Taylor-trained Christians must exercise 
themselves, and it is essential that we gain some experience 
in it while we are still students. 
QUESTION: The Taylor logo symbolizes the Taylor con­
cept of Christian education. Share with us the meanings of 
the unique letters and why this logo was chosen. 
ANSWER: The logo is made up simply of the first letters of 
our name. The "T" in the Taylor logo is in the form of the 
Christian cross. To me, the cross is the greatest symbol and 
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the surest guarantee of God's great love for man, for me and 
you. As a 136-year-old Christian College, we want to com­
municate this truth as an essential element in why we exist. 
The "U" in the logo, especially with its "handles" extend­
ed on each side, suggests to the serious student of the Old 
Testament the pot of oil which found its place in the fur­
nishings of the worship centers as the holder of wick or can­
dle for light. Light should be a very appropriate symbol for 
the Christian University we strive to be! 
Even the oil in the lamp is meaningful. In the Old Testa­
ment, oil is the symbol of the Holy Spirit. He is the spirit of 
love and of power, and only He can empower and control 
the movements of the organization. 
A last point about the logo: The cross rises out of, and 
above, the oil pot. So the New Testament in the blood of 
Jesus Christ rises out of and above the Old Testament 
signified by the blood of "bulls and of goats," the animal 
sacrifices offered as substitutes under the terms of the old 
covenant. How much better is the new than the old; how 
much clearer and simpler, and how much more inward and 
upward! 
A good expression of it is 
"Do this, and live, the law commands, 
But gives me neither feet nor hands; 
A better note the gospel brings, 
It bids me fly, but gives me wings." 
If this is what the Christian gospel is, and if Christ is the 
center of the gospel, and if the Taylor University program is 
Christian higher education, then we can proclaim it through 
this logo, the symbol of the Taylor concept. 
QUESTION: Finally, concerning your personal philosophy 
of education, particularly as it has been applied at Taylor, a 
Christian university, do you have an afterthought or 
postscript? 
ANSWER: My own personal commitment has and will con-
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tinue to be to the anchorpoints that are central to what 
Taylor University is. Faculty recruitment, student selection, 
public relations, curricular offerings, co-curricular ac­
tivities—all of these must be conceived in this framework of 
intellectual and spiritual meaning. It is this that will enable 
us to be true to our heritage, to perpetuate the norms of the 
Christian faith, to practice higher education in a Christian 
climate, and to produce in our graduates a kind of leadership 
which is desperately needed in today's world. 
I would not be willing to assume so great a task as I have 
outlined here were it not for a great and glorious secret. I 
speak of the availability of divine resources. This is not a 
task for man alone. It is as big and as important as anything 
God could ever entrust to man. I believe He will not leave us 
alone. Our physical strength needs to be supplemented by 
His blessing, our wisdom must come from Him, and our 






by Dr. Milo A. Rediger 
"I came to Taylor University in 1938 to play basketball. I 
had no church background or affiliation, and had attended 
Sunday school not more than a dozen times during my four 
years of high school. It was not a Christian college I was 
seeking; just a college education with a chance to play 
basketball." 
In the climate of an effectively Christian college, the man 
who spoke these words was converted to Christ before the 
end of his freshman year. During the next three, he became 
not only the college's star of the hardwood but also a star 
Christian witness. The experience and commitment were ge­
nuine, for since then his influence as a Christian coach has 
extended literally to the ends of the earth. He is Don J. Odle, 
professor and director of athletics at Taylor University. His 
Venture for Victory program, a combination of gospel 
preaching with championship basketball, has carried its mis­
sion into twenty countries of the world and has presented 
Christ to more than two million people. He is a direct pro­
duct of Christian higher education. 
For many years I have witnessed a continuous stream of 
young lives come to, and go from, a Christian college 
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where academic excellence and spiritual values are equally 
emphasized. Most of them, some more dramatically than 
others, have been challenged by learning and molded by the 
Holy Spirit in preparation for leadership and service to God 
and man. 
The general view in education 
A few years ago Philip E. Jacob conducted a study in an 
attempt to discover if the colleges of America are changing 
the value patterns and commitments of students. His con­
clusion was that, in the main, this is not happening to any 
extent which is measurable. He did say, however, that there 
are a few small colleges which seem to be exceptions to this 
general rule and, although he did not understand the im­
plications of it, he felt obligated to call attention to this 
possible exception. 
It is my conviction that the "exception" is the truly effec­
tive Christian college. When researchers who do not have 
the Christian orientation discover and acknowledge this ex­
ception, we who know and administer programs of Chris­
tian higher education should certainly be challenged to im­
prove their quality and extend them to more young people. 
Perhaps the future of our society and the American way of 
life depends upon this more than we know. 
Christian education cannot be less than "secular" educa­
tion in academic quality. I suppose an isotope, the anatomy 
of a cat, and even a philosophical idea are the same in the 
laboratories and classrooms of both campuses. 
Mathematics, science, history, and literature have the same 
factual bases for all students, and many of the same books 
will appear in the libraries. However, in Christian education 
we have a body of revealed truth to help us interpret, under­
stand and apply the factual materials. Christian teachers 
and Christian students will distinguish facts from 
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hypotheses, and will check both by the norms of the Chris­
tian revelation. The story of the Christian college bears out 
the conclusion that it is the "exception" to the general rule, 
but only when it at least matches the other colleges in quali­
ty of learning and exceeds them by adding the plus of a 
spiritual emphasis. 
The education that is "secular" 
Perhaps the major fault of secular education is its inade­
quacy in the realm of purpose. In order to be significant, all 
learning must be purposeful. 
Acquaintance with the liberal arts should "liberate" us for 
living effectively. It should free us from ignorance and equip 
us with the tools which are essential to effective com­
munication and constructive citizenship. Vocational educa­
tion aims to train us for working fruitfully in society. Profes­
sional education prepares us for various specialized services 
to individuals and groups in the larger society. v 
All of these are worthwhile goals, but they are unreal and 
unattainable unless they are given a meaningful value orien­
tation. All knowledge must have an organizing focus. Or, as 
it has been said, "If a man's knowledge is not in order, the 
more he has the greater will be his confusion." This organiz­
ing center is not something which students normally bring 
with them to college, although some may have been 
favorably predisposed by their home and church training. In 
the main, however, it is the philosophy, the climate, and the 
personnel of the college that provide this focus for the 
students' experience of integration. On the secular campus 
where there is no unifying philosophy which involves the 
personal commitment of every teacher, it is not likely that 
the students' learning of factual knowledge will become a 
significant factor in their own personal development. 
In recent years there has been a great deal of editorial 
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discussion about the desirability of a Christian university. 
Most of the arguments, either pro or con, have implications 
for all of Christian higher education. In opposition to the 
Christian university, it has been argued that the Christian 
faith of a student is not undermined, distorted or destroyed 
by the influence of secular education. Not only does this 
reflect a simple refusal to acknowledge what is happening in 
the world, but it might as well be argued that the beliefs and 
actions of parents in the home do not influence the moral 
direction of the lives of their children. It is the personal rela­
tionship between teachers and students, the confidence that 
students place in teachers as examples of what is true, that 
molds and shapes the life of youth even more than the facts 
and theories which are learned from textbooks. It is in this 
context of personal relationships that the student finds, or 
fails to find, the organizing center which will make his 
educational pursuit meaningful. Even though there may be 
some Christian faculty members on a secular campus, and 
even though these may have some influence, yet the climate 
of the college and the atmosphere in which the students live 
and learn will be determined primarily by the attitudes and 
commitments of the majority of those who are responsible 
for establishing the norms of the educational experience on 
a given campus. This is what makes it secular, and this is 
what neutralizes the climate and makes it unlikely that 
students will be purposefully directed. 
If education is to be anything more than secular, the pur­
poses must have a moral quality, and the organizing center 
must have a moral orientation. Secular education leaves the 
student without nurture or direction in this important area, 
and in many cases even prejudices him against the impor­
tance of values. 
For examples of how destructive this trend in education 
can be, one need only recall how the school systems were us-
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ed in Germany under Hitler and in Russia under Stalin. 
Education is the most effective tool which is available to na­
tions and empires, and if it emphasizes materialism and 
selfish aims it can be destructive beyond imagination. 
There are two focal points in any pattern of Christian 
higher education: to be higher education it must be intellec­
tually vigorous, and to be truly Christian it must be con­
sciously and effectively so. The degree to which these aims 
are achieved will be reflected in every aspect of campus life. 
It is the responsibility of the administration and faculty of a 
Christian college to provide an organization, a curriculum, 
and a climate in which all campus life will be directed 
toward vigorous intellectual activity and conscious Chris­
tian experience. Given an administration and faculty that 
are deeply and practically committed as Christians, two 
techniques are available for implementing a program of 
Christian education. One puts Christ at the center of the 
classroom, and the other makes Him central in all of the out-
of-class experiences of the students. 
In the first place, the Christian college must seek to em­
phasize true education rather than indoctrination. In the 
pursuit of truth, the Christian teacher and the Christian stu­
dent are as earnest and as honest in their application to the 
rigors of study, research and discipline as are those in the 
secular university. All truth is God's truth, and the Chris­
tian does not fear it nor is he afraid where it will lead him. 
Teachers and students become involved together in an 
adventure in learning which is exciting and rewarding—and 
safe. Indoctrination is a process in which an active, though 
not necessarily very vital, teacher transmits his information, 
interpretations, prejudices, et cetera, to passive students 
who sit, listen, write down what they hear, and attempt to 
return it in quite the same form on tests and examinations 
which are then converted into grades and credits. This is to 
be compared with education, which is an adventure in learn-
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ing in which the experienced person called the teacher and a 
group of younger and less experienced persons, the students, 
are involved in problem-solving activities that call for in­
formation, interpretation, further experience, some trial and 
error, and the conclusions which are related to a set of 
significant values. These conclusions become the grounds 
for further learning, the ignition of interests, the achieve­
ment of insights, the setting of directions—all of which may 
be pointed toward worthy and fruitful living. 
When the first of these more accurately characterizes 
what is actually going on in the classroom, this is not really 
Christian education. In fact, it is more nearly pagan. The 
Reverend Oliver Hsu, who escaped from Red China and 
worked with International Students, an organization work­
ing to Christianize foreign students on American cam­
puses, described this in his own experience. He referred to 
his early training as a member of a Buddhist family. Accom­
panying his mother to the shrines and the temples, he 
counted as many as three hundred idols during a single day. 
Confused, he asked his mother, "Who is my god?" His 
mother, unable to answer the question, took him to the 
priest where Oliver repeated his question. Then the Buddhist 
priest said, "That is a question you don't ask—all of these 
idols are your gods." Oliver was only further confused and 
thoroughly unsatisfied; in fact, he was completely 
frustrated. Indoctrination, untempered by true education, 
leads to frustration. Granted that temporary confusion and 
frustration are not incompatible with the process of true 
education, it is tragic that the process so often stops here. 
Oliver Hsu had to get beyond this point in order to be 
enlightened. He did—and later became a Christian. 
Teachers in a Christian college must be as well qualified 
academically as those in any other educational institution. 
Students in Christian colleges must be as intellectually 
stimulated and as productive academically as are students in 
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any other college. They must become involved in the cur­
rent issues of our time and must engage in problem-solving 
activities related to them. 
The norms of the Christian faith must permeate the 
classroom and provide anchor points for students in the lear­
ning process. Students must not be told not to vote for a cer­
tain candidate or the ticket of a certain party; they must, 
however, be furnished with facts on the basis of which to ar­
rive at their own valid conclusions. They must also be guid­
ed in the development of procedures for the proper inter­
pretation and application of the facts which they learn so 
that they will be capable of checking the validity of their 
conclusions. 
This is the meaning of Christ-centered education in the 
classroom. It is the best defense we have against Com­
munism or any other force which would destroy our society. 
It is the only effective approach toward solutions of current 
national problems. The issues of segregation and the liquor 
traffic must be resolved in the classroom where Christ is cen­
tral. No other means at our disposal has yet proved very ef­
fective. 
The second area in which Christ can be made central in a 
college program is in out-of-class student living. This can be 
done by emphasizing the honor principle in the actual ad­
ministration of college life. An honor system is possible and 
practical on any college campus where the students are will­
ing to assume reasonable levels of adult responsibility, and 
are willing to accept the obligations as well as the privileges 
of becoming independent. This system, which aims to foster 
the cultivation and development of attitudes and actions 
that will make the transition from adolescence to adult 
citizenship relatively normal and natural, should be even 
more effective on a campus where the majority of the 
students are committed Christians. Self-discipline and self-
direction are goals toward the realization of which a college 
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student is much closer than he has been during the earlier 
years of his educational experience. Where personal Chris­
tian commitment and Christian consideration for others are 
emphasized and nurtured, the real meaning of Christian 
citizenship can be learned by experience. In this climate the 
student is confronted with the desirability of seeking an 
education rather than merely a diploma. 
What will be the quality of the education of our children 
in the public schools if we do not prepare Christian public 
school teachers? Without Christian higher education, where 
will Christian philosophers, psychologists and psychiatrists 
come from? And what about government service? How we 
need Christians trained for service in government both at 
home and abroad! Certainly the Bible institutes and Bible 
colleges make their contribution to the fulfillment of the 
world mission of the church, but there is also a crying need 
for the liberally trained person who has equal status educa­
tionally with those from other colleges, and who has the 
plus of Christian education so that he may compete suc­
cessfully to bring the voice and influence of Christianity to 
bear upon the problems of our time. Never has the need 
been greater for this kind of leadership. The Christian col­
leges must be strengthened if we are to carry out Christ's 




By Bob Hill 
Dr. and Mrs. Milo Rediger 
Here is a classic story which is both challenging and inspiring 
to anyone who will open himself to God's leadership. From a shy 
farmboy in northwestern Ohio to graduation during the great 
Depression, to the presidency of one of America's great Christian 
universities, it is apparent that God's hand was guiding the life of 
Dr. Milo Rediger. 
"Taylor is my book, my poem, my song," he once declared in 
an address as he modestly lamented his inability to excel in such 
personal interests as writing, composing and singing. His 
challenges and exploits were in another direction however and 
the reader will re-live them through the pages of this book. 
This is no ordinary story! And, Dr. Rediger is no ordinary man. 
Yet, he sees himself as one of the many players in God's great 
game-plan, simply following directions from his Heavenly Father. 
Educators will especially appreciate excerpts from his 
philosophy of Christian Education which has been applied and 
proven successful in over thirty-eight years of dedicated service 
at Taylor University. 
About the Author: Bob Hill is editor of Evangelical Review magazine and presi­
dent of Hillwood Ministries Inc. He is the author of several books which have 
sold more than 100.000 copies, including his best seller. Super Pro. He is ac­
tive in several Christian organizations and serves on the board of Atlanta Youth 
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